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The repi^licatiou of The ^Confession of a Fool represents 
theblast in the chain of Strindberg’s autobiographical 
novels. A German version of the book was published as far 
back as iSps, but it was mutilated^ abbreviated, corrupted, 
and falsified to such an extent that the at^mey-general, 
misled by the revolting language, blamed the au&or for the 
misdeeds of the translator and prohibited the sale of the 
book. This was a splendid advertisement for this profound 
work, bufr there were many who would have rejoiced if 
the translation had been completely ignored. It distorted 
Strindberg's character and was the cause of many prejudices 
which exist to this dav. 

. Schering’s new translation is an attempt to make reparation 
for thia^ crime. '*'It is impossible," he says, "that any 
attorney-general can now doubt the high |porality of this 
book." Strindberg himself has called it a ierrihle book, and 
has regretted that he ever wrote it. He has never published 
it< in Swedish, his own language, because not only is it too 
peironal in character, but it also revealed a still bleeding 
wound. It contains the relentless descalptiou of his first 
marr^ge, so superbly candid an accoui#,tImt one is reminded 
of the .last testament of a man for whom death has no longer 
any terror. We know from 4iis fascinating novel Separated, 
how painful the burden was which he had tp bear, and how 



terribly he suffered during the period of his first manage. 
So much so;i indeed; that he had to write this book before he 
^ouUi face the thought af death with composure. DbnbtlesS; 
%wiifsn for whom life holds no long» any charm would give us 
a genuinely truthful account of his Inner life; and there is no 
denying that a book whicli*4akes its entire matter from the 
inner life is of vastly greater in^rtance and on an immeasur^ 
ably higher level than a million novels; be they written evfr 
50 well. The great imporkiuice of The Cmfem^ of a Foot 
lies in the fact that it depicts the stniggle of a highly^ 
intellectual man to free himself the slavery of sexuality; 
and from a woman who is a typical represon^tive of her sex. 

Apart from thiS; it is an intense joy from an artistic poin| of 
view to follow the confessor ” through the bo8k; as he looks 
at himself from all sides in order to gain self-knowledge; that 
he conceals nothii^ from uS; not even those deep secrets 
which he wodM'Ifkin keep even in the face of death. One 
iees Strindberg brooding over his own soul to fathom its 
depths. He plumbs its hidden ])rofoumlnesseS; he takes to 
pieces the inner wheels of his mechanism, so as toi^ow for 
himself and to show us how be is made and what is the cause 
of the instinct which drives him to confess and to create. 
He opens wide his heart and' lets u.s see that he carries in his 
breast his heaven and also his horrible hell. We see angels 
and devils fighting in his soul fur supremacy, and the divine 
in him stepp^g between them with its creative Let 
there be' 
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THE CONFESSION OF A FOOL 


PART I. 

I 

It was on*the thirteenth of May, 1875, at Stockholm. 

1 «reU« remember the large room of the Royal Library 
which extenddH through a whole wing of the Castle, with 
its beechen wainscoting, brown with age like the meer¬ 
schaum of a much-used cigar-holder. The tiifftinnous room, 
with its rococo headings, garlands, chains and armorial 
bearings, round whioh, at the height of the first door, ran 
a gallery supported by Tuscan columns, was yawning like 
a great chasm underneath feet; with its hundred 
thousand volumes it resembled » gigantic brain, with |he 
thoughts of long-forgotten gelierations neatly arranged 
on shelves. 

A passage running from one end of the room to the 
other divided the two principal parts, the ^alls of which 
were completely hidden by shelves fourteen feet high. 
Tlie golden rays of the spring sun were falling through 
the t#<dve windows, illuminating the volumes of the 
ReMteance, bound in white and gold parchment, the 
black morocco bindings mounted with mlw of the seven¬ 
teenth century, the red-edged voluiii|8 Mind in calf of 
a hundtj^ y^r» later, the green leader bindings which 
were the fashion under tile Empire, and the (^|^p covers 
of our own time. Here theolqgians were ojg neighbourly 
terms with apoeltes of magic, philosophers hobnobbed 
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mth naturalists, poets and historians dwelt in peace side 
side. It reminded one of a geological stratum of 
lU^thomable depth where, as in a puddingstone, layer 
was piled upon layer, marking the successive stages 
arriv^ at by human folly or human genius. 

I can see myself now. 1 had climbed on to the en- 
circling gallery, and was engaged in arranging a collection 
of old books which a well-kzfown collector ^d»iust pre* 
sented to the library.' He had be^ clever enough to 
ensure his own immortality by endowing each volume 
with his ex-libris bearing the motto ‘‘Speravit infestis.” 

Since 1 was as superstitious as an atheist, this motto, 
meeting my gaze day after day whenever*! happen^ to 
open a volume, had made an undeniable'impression op 
me. He was a lucky fellow, this brave man, for evto in 
misfortune he never abandoned hope, . . . But for me 
all hope was dead. «There seemed to be no chance what¬ 
ever that my drama in five acts, of six tableaux, with 
three transformation scenes o!h the open stage, would ever 
see the footlights. Seven men stood between me and 
pipnotion to the post of a librarian—seven men, all in 
perfect health, and four with a private income. A man 
of twenty-six, in receipt of a monthly salary of twenty 
crowns, with a drama in five acts stowed away in a drawer 
in his attic, ^ only too much inclined to embrace pessi¬ 
mism, this apotheosis of scepticism, so comfoorting to idl 
failures. It compensates them for unobtainable dinners, 
enables them to draw admirable conclusions, whirii often 
have to mi^e up for the loss of an overcoat, 
before the elUL of the winter. 

Notwithstanding ethe fact that 1 was a member of a 
learned Bohemia, which had succeeded an older^rtistic 
Bohemia, a contributor to importent new^spS-s and 
excellent, but^ badly pajdng magazines, a partner in a 
BOiQ^^^inindfiri for th%|pirpose of translating Hartmann’s 
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PhUoiophy of the Vnconsciotu, a member of a secret 
federatioii for the promotion of fr^ love, the bearer of 
the empty title of a royal secretary,” and the author 
of two one-act plays which had been performed at the 
Royal Theatre, 1 had the greatest difficulty to make ends 
me^ 1 hated life, although^the thought of relinquishing 
it had never crossed my mind; on the contrary, I had 
always dono»my best to continue not only my omi exist¬ 
ence but also that pf the race. It cannot be denied that 
pessimism, misinterpreted by the multitude and generally 
confused with hypochondria,* is really a quite serene and 
even comforting philosophy of life. Since everything is 
relativ^ notlfing, why make so much fuss, particularly 
as truth itself is mutable and short-lived? Are we not 
constantly discovering that the truth of yesterday is the 
folly of to-morrow? Why, then, waste strength and 
youth in discovering fresh fallacies^ The only proven 
fact is that we hav# to die. Let us live then! But for 
whom? ^or what purpose? Alas I . •. . 

When Bernadotte, that converted Jacobite, ascended 
the throne and all the rubbish which had been discai^;^ 
at the end of the last century was re-introduced, the 
hopes of the generation of 1860, to which I belonged, were 
dashed to the ground with the clamorously advertised 
parliamentary reform. The two houses, wl^ch had taken 
the pl^ of the four estates, consisted for the greater 
part of peasants. They turned Parliament into a sort 
of town cQunc^, where everybody, on the best of terms 
with gverybody else, looked after his own Uttle affairs, 
without paying the least regard to the great problems of 
life and progress. Politics were nothing more nor less 
than ly^mpromise between public and private interests. 
The last rqpinants of &ith in what was then ^*,the ideal ” 
were vanishing in a ferment of bitterness. To this must 
be added the religious reaction which marked the period 
Ba 
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after the death of Charles XV, and the beginning of the 
reign o£ Queen Sop^p of Nassau. There were plenty of 
reasons, therefore, to account for an enlightened pessi¬ 
mism, reasons other than personal ones. . . . 

The dust caused by the rearrangement of the books was 
choking me. 1 oi)ened the window for a breath of fresh 
air and -a look at the view 'beyond. A delicious breeae 
fanned tny face, a breeze laden with the scen^of lilac and 
the rising sap of the poplars. The lattice-work wa§ 
completely hidden beneath the green leaves of the honey¬ 
suckle and wild vine; acacias and {liane lireae, well ac¬ 
quainted with the fatal whims of a northerh May, were 
still holding back. It was spring, though the ^eleton 
of shrub and tree was still plmnly visible underneath the 
tender yoimg green. Beyond the parapet with its Delft 
vases baring the mark of Charles Xll, the masts of the 
anchored steamers i^re rising, gaily decorated with flags 
in honour of the May-dqy festival. Bkshind them glittered 
the bottle-green line of the bay, and from its wooded 
shores on either side the ^ees were mounting^higher and 
hi^r, gradually, like steps, pines and Scot^ fln on one 
side and soft green foliage on the other. All the boats 
lying at anchor were flying their national colours, more 
or less symboMk of the different nations. England with 
the dripping^rlet of the blood of her famous cattle; 
Spain striped red and yellow, like the Venetian blinds of 
a Moorish balcony; the United States with their striped 
bed-tide; the gay tricolour of France by the side of the 
gloomy German fli^ with its sinister iron cross dose to the 
flagstaff, ever reminiscent of mourning; the jerkinet of 
Denmark; the veiled tricoloqr of Russia. They were dl 
there, side by side, with outspread wixij^ blue 

cover of the northern sky. ^he noise of . carriages, 
wh&tIeB> bells wd cranes lenl!^ animation to tlw picture; 
the cmnbined odours of oil, leather, salt herringB and 
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groceries mingled with the scent of the lilac. An easterly 
wind blowing from the open sea, cooled by the drift ice 
of the Baltic, freshened the atmosphere. 

I forgot my books as soon as I turned my back to 
them and was leaning out of the window, all my senses 
taking a delicious bath; belojr, the guards were marching 
pa^t to the strains of the march from Faust, I was so 
intoxicated ^ith the music, the flags, the blue sky, the 
flowers, that I had not noticed the porter entering my 
office in the meantime with the mail. He touched my 
shoulder, Handed me a lette’r and disappeared. 

Urn! . . . a letter from a lady. 

I ^lastily oldened the envelope, anticipating some de¬ 
lightful adventure . . . surely it must be something of 
that sort ... it was! 

**Meet me punctually at five o’clock this afternoon 
before No. 65 Parliament Street. '&u will Ipnow me by 
the roll ^f music in my hand.” 

A short time ago a little vLs^n had made a fool of me, 
and 1 had sworn to take advantage of the first favour^le 
opportunity to revenge myself. TKerefore I was wilung 
enough. Thei% was only one thing which jarred on me; 
the commanding, dictatorial tone of the ndte offended my 
manly dignity. How could this unknown correspondent 
dare to attack me unawares in this manner ? What were 
they thinking of, these women, who have such a poor 
opinion of us men? They do not ask, they coAmand 
their conquests I 

As it happened I had planned an excursion with some 
of my friends for this very^afternoon. And, moreover, 
the thought of al^jb*tation in the middle of the day in one 
of the principal streets of the town was not very alluring. 

At two o’clock, howe'^, I went into the chemical 
laboratory where the excursionists had*^ arranged to 
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assmble. They were already crowding the emte-room: 
doctors and candidates of philosophy and medicine^ dl 
of them anxious to learn the programme of the entertain¬ 
ment in store. I had made up my mind in the meantime) 
and with many apologies refused to be one of the party. 
They clamoured for my reasons. I produced my letter 
and handed it to a zoologist who was looked upon 
expert in all matters pertaining to love; he shook his head 
while perusing it. ' 

“No good) that ...” he muttered disconnectedly; 
“ wants to be married . . . would never sell herself . . . 
family, my dear old chap . . . straight pAh . . but 
do what you like. You’ll find us in the Park, later on, 
if the spirit moves you to join us, and I have been wrong 
about the lady. . . 

At the hour indicated I took up my position near the 
house mentioned, «nd awaited the appearance of the 
unknown letter-writer. 

The roll of music in her hand, what was it biit a pro¬ 
posal of marriage? It differed in no way from the an¬ 
nouncements on the fourth page of certain newspapers. 
I suddenly felt uneasy; too late—^the lady had arrived 
and we stood looking at each other. 

My first impression—I believe in first impressions— 
was quite v^ue. She was of uncertain age, between 
twenty-nine and forty, fantastically dressed. What was 
she? Artist or blue-stocking? A sheltered woman or 
one living a free and independent life? Emancipated or 
cocotte? I wondered. . . . 

She introduced herself gs the fianc4e of an old friend 
of mine, an opera singer, and said that he wished me to 
look after her while she was staying in town. This was 
untrue, as I found out later on. 

She was like a little bird, twittering Incessantly. After 
she had talkefil for half-an-hour 1 knew all about her; I 
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knew all her emotions, all her thoughts. But I was only 
half interested, and asked her if I pould do anything for 
her. 

take care of a young woman I ” I exclaimed, after 
she had explained what she wanted. Don’t you know 
that I am the devil incarnate? ” 

“You only think you are,*” she replied; “but I know 
.you thoroughly- You’i^e unhappy, that’s all. You ought 
to be roused from your gloomy fancies.” 

“You know me thoroughly? You really think so? 
I’m afraid all you know is. the now antiquated opinion 
your fiancd^ias of me.” 

was no use talking, my “ charming friend ” was well 
informed and knew how to read a man’s heart, even from 
a distance. She was one of those obstinate creatures who 
strive j^o sway the spirits of men by insinuating them¬ 
selves into the hidden depths of tlysir souls. She kept 
up a large correspondence, bombarded all her acquaint¬ 
ances Viith letters, gave advice and warning to young 
people, and knew no greater happiness than to direct and 
guide the destinies of men. firreedy of power, head of a 
league for the salvation of souls, patroness of all the 
world, she had conceived it her mission to save mel 
She was a schemer of the purest water, with little 
intelligence but a great deal of female impudence. 

1 began to tease her by making fun of tverjdhing, the 
world, men, religion. She told me my ideas were morlud. 

“Morbid! My dear lady, my ideas morbid? They 
anl, on the contrary, most healthy and of the latest date. 
But what about yours now ? ^hey are relics of a past age, 
commonplaces of my boyhood, the rubbish of rubbirii, 
and you think them new ? Candidly speaking, what you 
offer me as fresh fruit is nothing but preserved stuff in 
badly soldered tins. Away with it! It’s rotten! You 
know what I mean.” 
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Slie left me without a word of good-bye» furiouB* unable 
to control herself. 

When she had gone I went to Join my friends in the 
Parky and spent the evening with them. 

I had not quite got over my excitement on the following 
morning when 1 received a communication from her. It 
was a vainglorious letter in* which she overwhelmed me 
with reproaches, largely tempered by forbearance mid 
compa8fl(h>n; she expressed ardent wishes for my mental 
healthy and concluded by arranging a second meeting, and 
stating that we ought to pay a visit to her lianc4’s aged 
mother. • 

As I rather pride myself on my manners, I resijfned 
myself to my fate; but, determined to get off as cheaply 
as possible, I made up my mind to appear perfectly 
indifferent to all questions relating to religion, the world 
and everything else^ > 

But how wonderful t The lady, (k'essed in a tightly 
fitting cloth dress, trimmed with fur, and wearing^ a large 
picture hat, greeted me most cordially; she was full of 
the tender solicitude of an elder sister, avoided all danger* 
ous ground, and was altogether so charming that our 
souls, thanks to a mutual desire to please, met in friendly 
talk, and before we parted a feeling of genuine sympathy 
had sprung up between us. 

After having paid our call we took advantage of the 
lo);^ly spring (]^y and went for a stroll. 

1 am n(4 sure whether it was from an imperative desire 
to pay her out, or whether I felt annoyed at having been 
made to play the part of a confidant; whatever it was, 
the iniquitous idea c|:curred to me to tell her, in strict 
confidence, that I was practically engaged to be married; 
this was only half a lie, for I was really paying at that 
time a good deal of attention to a ceitain lady of my 
acquaintance. 
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On hnoidng ^is, her manner changed. She talked’to 
me like a grandmother, began to .pily the girl, questioned 
me about her character, her looks, her social status, her 
circumstances. I painted a portrait well calculated to 
excite her jealousy. Our eager conversation languished. 
My guardian angel’s interest in me waned when she sus¬ 
pected a rival who might possibly be equally anxious to 
• save my souk 

We parted, still under the influence of the cMl which 
had gradually arisen between us. 

When we met on the following day we talked exclusively 
of love and*my supposed fiancee. 

fiut after we had visited theatres and concerts for a 
week and taken numerous walks together, she had gained 
her object. The daily intercourse with her had become 
a habit of which I felt unable to break myself. Conversa¬ 
tion with a woman who is above the commonplace has 
an almost sensual*charm. The souls touch, the spirits 
embrace each other. 

One morning, on meeting Jher as usual, I found her 
almost beside herself. She was full of a letter which she 
had just received. Her fianc^ was furiously jealous. She 
accused herself of having been indiscreet; he was recom¬ 
mending her the utmost reserve in her intercourse with 
me: he seemed to have a presentiment tjiat the matter 
would end badly. 

** I can’t understand such detestable jealousy,” she said, 
deeply distressed. J 

Because you don’t understand the meaning of the 
word * love,* ” I answered. 

“LoveI Ugh I ” ^ 

** Love, my dear lady, is consciousness of possession in 
its greatest intensity. Jealousy is but the fear of losing 
what one possesses.” 

“Possesses! Disgusting! ” 
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^*^ytually possesses, since each possesses the other.” 
But she refused to understand love in that sense. Ih 
her opinion love was something disinterested, exalted, 
chaste, inexplicable. 

She did not love her fianc^*, but he was head over ears 
in love with her. 

When I said so she lost heV temper, and then confessed 
that she had never loved him. « 

‘‘ And yet you contemplate marrying him ? ” 

** Because he would be lost if I didn’t.” 

“Always that mania for saving souls! ” 

She grew more and more angry; she maintained that 
she was not, and never had been, really engaged to ]jlm. 
We had caught each other lying; what prospects! 
There remained nothing for me to do now but to make 
a clean breast of it, and contradict my previous statement 
that I was “as goo(J as engaged.” This done, we were 
at liberty to make use of our freedoim 

As she had now no longer any cause for jealoitsy, the 
game began afresh, and this time we played it in deadly 
earnest. I confessed my love to her—^in writing. She 
forwarded the letter to her fiance. He heaped insults on 
my'liead—^by post. 

I told her that she must choose between him and me. 
But she carefully refrained from doing so, for her object 
was to have me, him, and as many more as she could get, 
kneeling at her feet and adoring her. She was a flirt, a 
mangeuse d*howfnes, a chaste polyandrist. 

But, perhaps for want of some one better, 1 had fallen 
in love with her, for I loathed casual love>affairs, and the 
solitude of my attic Jpored me. 

Towards the end of her stay in town I invited her to 
pay me a visit at the library. I wanted to dazzle her, 
show myself to her fu impressive surroundings, so as to 
overawe this arrogant little brain. 
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I dragged her from gallery to gallery, exhibitin^^'all 
my bibliographical knowledge. I compelled her to admire 
the miniatures of the Middle Ages, the autographs of 
famous men. I eToked the great historical memories held 
captive in old manuscripts and prints. In the end her 
insignificance came home to her and she became em¬ 
barrassed. 

“But you are a very learned man! ” she exclaimed. 

“Of course I am,” I laughed. 

“Oh, my poor old mummer! ” she murmured, alluding 
to her friend, the opera singer, her so-called fianc4. 

But if I had flattered myself that the mummer was now 
finally disposed of, I was mistaken. He was threatening 
to shoot me—^by post; he accused me of having robbed 
him of his future bride. I proved to him that he could 
not have been robbed, for the simple reason that he had 
not pdt^sesded anything. After that our correspondence 
ceased and gave ^ay to a menacing silence. 

Hei^isit was drawing to an end.. On the eve of her 
departure I received a jubilant letter from her, telling 
me of an unexpected piece oJ good luck. She had read 
my play to some people of note who had influence with 
stage managers. The play had made such an impression 
on them that they were anxious to make my acquaint¬ 
ance. She would tell me all the details in the afternoon. 

At the appointed hour I met her and accompanied her 
on a shopping expedition to make a few last purchases. 
She was talking of nothing but the sensation my play had 
created, and when I explained to her that I hated patron¬ 
age of any sort, she did her utmost to convert me to her 
point of view. I paid little attentjpn to her and went on 
grumbling. The idea of ringing at imknown front doors, 
meeting strangers and talking to them of everything 
except that which wa^ nearest to fny heart, was hateful 
to me; I could not whine like a beggar for favours. 
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I was fighting her as hard as I could when suqi^lyjhe 
stopped before a young, aristocratic-looking lady, very 
well, even elegantly dressed, with movements full of 
softness and grace. 

The lady, whom she introduced as Baroness X, said 
a few words to me which the^ noise of the crowd rendered 
all but inaudible. I stammered a reply, annoyed ^at 
having been caught in a trap set for me b 3 r*a wily little 
*1^hemer. For I felt certain the meeting had been pre¬ 
meditated. 

A few seconds more and the Baroness had gone, but 
not without having personally repeated thi invitation 
which my companion had already brought me a little 
earlier in the afternoon. 

The girlish appearance and baby face of the Baroness, 
who must have been at least tw'enty-five 3 ’ears of age, 
surprised me. She looked like a schoolgirl; her little face 
was framed by roguish curls, golden "as a cornfield o*' 
which the sun is shining; she had the shouldefs of a 
princess and a supple, willywy figure; the way in which 
she bowed her head expressed at the same time candour, 
respect and superiority. 

And this delicious, girlish mother had read my play 
without hurt or injury? Was it possible? 

She had m^ried a captain of the Guards, was the 
mother of a lime girl of three, and took a passionate 
interest in the theatre, without, however, having the 
slightest prospect of ever being able to enter the profes¬ 
sion herself; a sacrifice demanded from her by the rank 
and position not only of her husband, but also of her 
father-in-law, who had recently received the appointment 
of a gentleman-in-^ting. 

This was the position of affairs ’irhen my love-dream 
melted away. A steamer was bearing my lady-love into 
the presence of her mummer. He would vindicate his 



THE CONFESSION OF A FOOL 13 

%k ' ^ 4 

rights now and take a delight in making fun of my letters 
to ifer : just retribution for having laughed at his letters in 
the company of his inamorata while she was staying here. 

On the landing-stage, at the very moment of our affec¬ 
tionate farewell, she made me promise to call on the 
Baroness without delay. These were the last words we 
exchanged. 

■ !rhe innooent daydreams, so different from the coarse 
orgies of learned Bohemia, left a void in my heart which*" 
craved to be tilled. The friendly, seemingly harmless 
intercourse with a gentlewoman, this intercourse between 
two people ftf opposite sexes, had been sweet to me after 
my\ong solitude, for 1 had quarrelled with my family and 
was, tlierefore, very lonely. The love of home life, which 
my Bohemian existence had deadened for a while, was 
reawakened by my relations with a very ordinary but 
respectable member of the other sex. And, therefore, one 
aligning at six o^cldbk, 1 found myself at the entrance gate 
of a hdhse in NorUi Avenue. 

How ominous I It was ^le old house which had 
belonged to my father, the house in which 1 had spent 
the most miserable years of my childhood, where 1 had 
fought through the troubles and storms of adolescence, ‘ 
where 1 had been confirmed, w'here my mother had died, 
and where a stepmother had taken her pla^. 1 suddenly 
felt HI at ease, and my first impulse was one of flight. 1 
was afraid to stir up the memories of the misery of my 
youth and early manhood. I'here was the courtyard with 
its tall ash trees; how impatiently I used to wait for the 
tender young green on the return of spring; there was the 
gloomy house, built against a sand»quarry, the unavoid¬ 
able collapse of which had lowered rents. 

But in spite of the feeling of de^ession caused^l^y so 
many melancholy memories, I pulled myself together, 
sntered, walked upstairs and rang the bell. 
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As 1 stood listening to the sound echoing through the 
house, I had a feeling that my father would presently 
come and open the door to me. But a servant appeared 
and disappeared again to announce me* A few seconds 
afterwards I stood face to face with the Baron, who gave 
me a hearty welcome. He ^ was a man of about thirty 
years of age, tall and strong, with a«noble carriage imd 
the perfect manners of a gentleman. His^ull, slightly- 
‘ swollen face was animated by a pair of intensely sad blue 
eyes. The smile on his lips was for ever giving way to 
an expression of extraordinary bitterness, which spoke of 
disappointments, plans miscarried, illusions £Rbd. 

The drawing-room, once upon a time ouf dining-robm, 
was not furnished in any particular style. The Baron, 
who bore the name of a famous general, a "i'urenne or 
Cond4 of our country, had filled it with the portraits of 
his ancestors, dating back to the Thirty Years’ War; 
heroes in white cuirasses with wigs ofHhe time of Lojin*' 
XIV. Amongst them hung landscapes of the Diiiseldorf 
school of painting. Pieces^ of old furniture, restored and 
gilded, stood side by side with chairs and easy-chairs of 
a more modern date. The whole room seemed to breathe 
an atmosphere of peace and domestic love. 

Presently the Baroness Joined us; she was charming, 
almost cordial,^simple and kind. But there was a certain 
stiffness in her manner, a suspicion of embarrassment 
which chilled rje until I discovered a reason for it in the 
sound of voices which came from an adjacent room. 1 
concluded that she had other visitors, and apologised for 
having called at an inconvenient time. They were playing 
whist in the next room, and 1 w'as forthwith introduced 
to four members of the family : the gentleman-in-waiting, 
a retired captain, and the Baroness’s mother and aunt. 

As soon as the old people had sat down again to play, 
we younger ones began to talk. The Baron mentioned 
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his great love of painting. A scholarship, granted him 
by the late King Charles XV, had enabled him to pursue 
his studies at Diisseldorf. This fact constituted a point 
of contact between us, for I had had a scholarship from 
the same king, only in my case it had been granted for 
literary purposes. 

'^e discussed painting, the theatre, the personality of 
our patron. * But gradually the flow of conversation 
ceased, largely checked by the whist players, who joined 
in every now and then, laying rude fingers on sensitive 
spots, tearing open scarcely healed wounds. I began to 
feel ill at e^ in this heterogeneous society and rose to 
go. vTlie Baron and his wife, who accompanied me to 
the door, dropped their constrained manner as soon as 
they were out of earshot of the old people. They asked 
me to a friendly dinner on the following Saturday, and 
after a little chat in the passage we parted as old friends. 


ffttarpara Jaiknshna Public LIlKMiP 
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Punctually at three o’clock on the folloiwing Saturilay. 
I started for the house in North Avenue. I was received 
like an old friend and unhesitatingly admitted to the 
intimacies of the home. Mutual confidences added a 
delightful flavour to the meal. The Baron,‘who was dis¬ 
satisfied with his position, belonged to a^roup of Jhial- 
contents which had arisen under the new rule of King 
Oscar? Jealous of the great popularity which his late 
brother had enjoyed, tiie new ruler took pains to neglect 
all plans fOfStered by his predecessor. The friends of the 
old order, its frank joviality, its toleration and progrejsjpv.^ 
endeavour, stood aside, therefore, and formed aii intel¬ 
lectual opposition without, however, taking any part in 
party politics. While we sat, evoking the ghosts of the 
past, our hearts were drawn together. All prejudices 
nursed in the heart of the commoner against the aristo¬ 
cracy, which since the parliamentary reform of 1865 had 
gradually recgded more and more into the background, 
vanished and gave place to a feeling of sympathy for the 
fallen stars. 

The Baroness, a native of Finland, was a new-comer m 
Sweden, and not sufliciently informed to’ take part in our 
conversation. But as soon as dinner was over she went 
to the piano and began to sing, and both the Baron and 
I discovered that we possessed an hitherto unsuspected 
talent for the duets of Wennerberg. 

The hours passed rapidly. 

We amused ourselves by casting the parts and reading 
K • 16 
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a short play which had just been played af'ithe Royal 
Theatre. * 

But suddenly our spirits flagged and the inevitable 
pause ensued; that awkward pause which is sure to occur 
after exhaustive efitorts to shine and make conquests. 
Again the memories of the past oppressed me and I grew 
silent. 

‘^What’s the matter? ” asked the Baroness. 

“There are ghosts in this house,” I replied, trying to 
account for niy silence. “Ages ago I lived here—^yes, 
yes, ages ago, for I am very old.” 

“Can't we*drive away those ghosts? ” she asked, look¬ 
ing ^ me with«a bewitching expression, full of motherly 
tenderness. 


“ I’m afraid \ve can’t; that’s the privilege of soiUfe one 
else,” laughed the Baron; “she alone can banish the 
gloomy thoughts. Come now, you are engaged to Miss 



ou are mistaken, Baron; it w'as love’s labour 


lost.” 


“WhatI is she bound to some one else? ” asked the 


Baron, scrutinising my face. 
“I think so.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry I That girl’s a treasure. And I’m 
certain that she is fond of you.” ^ 

And forthwith the three of us began to rail against the 
unfortunate singer, accusing him of attempting to compel 
a woman to marry him against her will. The Baroness 
tried to comfort me by insisting that things were bound 
to come right in the end, and promised to intercede for 
me on her next trip to Finland, whic]} was to take place 
very shortly. 

“No one shall succeed,” she assured me, with an angry 
flash in her eyes, “in forcing that dear girl into a 
marriage of whicli her heart doesn’t approve.” 
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It was seven o’clock as I rose to go. But they pressed 
me 80 ^ eagerly to spend the evening with them that I 
almost suspected them of being bored in each other’s com¬ 
pany, although they Had only been married for three 
years, and Heaven had blessed their union wilh a dear 
»little girl. They told me^ that they expected a cousin, 
and were anxious that 1 should meet her and tell them 
what I thought of her. 

While we were still talking, a letter was handed to the 
Baron. He tore it open, read it hastily, and, with a 
muttered exclamation, handed it to his wife. 

** Incredible! ’’she exclaimed, glancing at the contents, 
and, after a questioning look at hei; husbanc^ she 
continued: '‘She’s my own cousin, you know, and her 
parents won’t permit her to stay at our house because 
people have been gossiping.” 

“ It’s preposterous! ” exclaimed the Baron. “ A mere 
child, pretty, innocent, unhappy at hbme, who likesjbei|y^ 
with us, her near relatives . . . and people gossiping! 
Bah!” 

Did a sceptic smile betray me? His remark was fol¬ 
lowed by a dead silence, a certain confusion, badly con¬ 
cealed under an invitation to take a turn round the 
garden. 

I left aft%r supper, about ten o’clock, and no sooner 
had I crossed the threshold than I began to ponder on 
the happenings of that eventful day. 

In spite of every appearance of happiness, and notwith¬ 
standing their evident affection, I felt convinced that my 
friends harboured a very formidable skeleton in their 
cupboard. Their ivistful eyes, their fits of absent-mind¬ 
edness, something unspoken, but felt, pointed to a bidden 
griief, to secrets, the discovery of which I dreaded. - 

Why in the world, I asked myself, do they live so 
quietly, voluntary exiles in a wretched suburb? They 
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were like two shipwrecked people in their eagerness to 
pour out their hearts to the first comer. 

The Baroness in particular perplexed me. I tried to 
rail up ly^er picture, but was confused by the wealth of 
contradictory characteristics which I had discovered in 
her, and from which I ha(i to choose. Kindheasted^ 
amjjable, brusque, enthusiastic, communicative and re- 
•served, cold afid excitable, she seemed to be full of whims, 
brooding over ambitious dreams. She was neither com¬ 
monplace nor clever, but she impressed people. Of 
Byzantine slenderness, which allowed her dress to fall in 
simple, noble folds, like the dress of a St. Cecilia, her 
bod^was of bewitching proportions, her w-rists and ankles 
exquisitely beautiful. Every now and then the pale, 
somewhat rigid features of her little face warmed into life 
and sparkled with infectious gaiety. 

It was difiicult to say who was master in the house, 
tlm soldier, accustomed to command, but burdened 
with a^weak constitution, seemed submissive, more, I 
thought, from indifference than j^’ant of will-power. I'hey 
were certainly on friendly terms, but there w'as none of 
the ecstasy of young love. When I made their acquaint¬ 
ance they W'ere delighted to rejuvenate themselves by 
calling up the memories of the past before a third person. 
In studying them more closely, I became convinced that 
they lived on relics, bored each other, and the frequent 
invitations which T received after my first call proved 
that my conclusions were correct. 

On the eve of the Baroness's departure for Finland I 
called on her to say good-bye. It was a lovely evening 
in June. The moment I entered the courtyard I caught 
sight of her behind the garden railings; she was standing 
in a shrubbery of aristolochias, and the transcendent 
beauty of her appearance came upon me almost with a 
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shock. She was dresead in a white piqui dress, richly 
embroidered, the masterpiece of a Russian serf; her chain, 
brooches and bangles of alabaster seemed to throw a soft 
light over her,(iike lamplight falling through'an opalescent 
globe. The broad green leaves threw death-like hues on 
her pale face, with its shilling coal-black eyes. 

I was shaken, utterly confused, as if 1 were at 

a vision. The instinct of worship, latenk in my heart, 
awoke, and with it the desire to proclaim my adoration. 
The void which had once been filled by religion ached no 
longer; the yearning to adore had reappeared under a new 
form. God was deposed, but His place Vas taken by 
woman, woman who was both virgin and mother ;«Vhen 
I looked at the little girl by her side, 1 could not under¬ 
stand how that birth had been possible, for the relation¬ 
ship between her and her husband seemed to put all sexual 
intercourse out of the question; their union appeared 
essentially spiritual. Henceforth thi^ woman re presented 
to me a soul incarnate, a soul pure and unapprdactiable, 
clothed with one of thos^ radiant bodies which, according 
to the Scriptures, clothe the souls of the dead. I wor¬ 
shipped her—could not help worshipping her. I wor¬ 
shipped her just as she was, as she appeared to me at that 
moment, as mother and wife; wife of a particular hus¬ 
band, mothef of a particular child. Without her husband 
my longing to worship could not have been satisfied, for, 
I said to myself, she would then be a widow, and should 
1 still worship her as such ? Perhaps if she were mine— 
my wife ? ... No 1 the thought was unthinkable. And, 
moreover, married to me, she would no longer be the 
wife of this particular man, the mother of this particular 
child, the mistress of this particular house. Such as she 
was 1 adored her, I would not have her otherwise. 

Was it because of the melancholy recollections which 
the house always awakened in me, or was it because of 
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the instincts of the commoner wife never fails to admire 
the upper classes, the purer blood?—a feeling which 
would ^e on the day on which she ^ood less high—^the 
adoration which I had conceived for her resembled in 
every point the religion from which I had just emancipated 
myself. I wanted to adore,*I was longing to sacrifice 
mysplf I to suffer without hope of any other reward but the 
ecstasies of worship, sdf-sacrifice and suffering. 

I constituted myself her guardian angel. I wanted to 
watch over her, lest the power of my love should sweep 
her off her feet and engulf hfer. I carefully avoided being 
alone with her, so that no familiarity w'hich her husband 
might resent slfould creep in between us. 

But to-day, on the eve of her departure, I found her 
alone in the shrubbery. We exchanged a few common¬ 
places. But presently ray excitement rose to such a pitch 
that it communicated itself to her. Gazing at her with 
burn^iig eyes, I saw the desire to confide in me forming 
itself in her heart. She told me that the thought of a 
separation from husband and clyld, however short, made 
her miserable. She implored me to spend as much of my 
leisure with them as I could, and not to forget her while 
she was looking after my interests in Finland. 

“ You love her very much—with all your heart, donH 
you ? ” she asked, looking at me steadfastly. 

“ Can you ask ? ” I replied, depressed by the painful lie. 

For I had no longer any doubt that my May dream 
had been nothing more than a fancy, a whim, a mere 
pastime. 

Afraid o? polluting her with my passion, fearful of 
entangling her against my will in the net of my emotions, 
intoding to protect her against myself, I dropped the 
perilous subject and asked after her husband. She pulled 
a face, evidently interpretmg my somewhat strange 
brfiaviour quite correctly. Perhaps, also—the suspicion 
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rose in my mind mncb latisr—she found pleasure in the 
thought that her beauty confused me. Or, maybe, she 
was conscious at that moment of the terrible power she 
had acquired over me, a Joseph whose coldness was only 
assumed, whose chastity was enforced. 

“ I’m boring you,” she said smilingly; I’d better call 
for reinforcements.” ^ 

And with a clear voice she called to her^usband, who- 
was in his room upstairs. 

The window was thrown open and the Baron appeared, 
a friendly smile on his open countenance. A few minutes 
later" ^e joined us in the garden. He was* wearing the 
handsome uniform of the Guards and looked very dj^in> 
guished. With his dark-blue tunic, embroidered in yellow 
and silver, his tall, well-knit figure, he formed an ex¬ 
quisite contrast to the slender woman in white who stood 
at his side. They were really a strikingly handsome 
couple; the charms of the one served but to hejgj^ten* 
those of the other. The sight of them wa^' an artistic 
treat, a brilliant spectaclq. 

After dinner the Baron proposed that we should accom¬ 
pany his wife on the steamer as far as the last customs 
station. This proposal, to which I gladly agreed, seemed 
to give the Baroness a great deal of pleasure; she was 
delighted witfi the prospect of admiring the Stockholm 
* Archipelago from the deck of a steamer on a beautiful 
summer night. 

At ten o’clock on the following evening we met on 
board the steamer a short time before the hour of starting. 
It was a clear night; the sky was a blaze of brilliant 
orange, the sea layabefore us, calm and blue. 

We slowly steamed past the wooded shores, in a light 
which was neither day nor night, but had the qualities 
of both, and impressed the beholder as being sunrise and 
sunset at the same time. 



THE CONFESSION OP A POOL 28 

* 

After midnight our enthusf&Bm, which had been kept 
alive by the constantly changing panorama and the 
memories which it called up, cooled a little. We were 
fighting agSnst an overwhelming desire to sleep. The 
early dawn found us with pallid faces, shivering in the 
morning breeze. We suddenly became sentimental; we- 
swcyre eternal friendship; it was fate that had thrown us 
together—^we 8imly discerned the fatal bond which was to 
connect our lives in the future. I was beginning to look 
haggard, for I had not yet regained my strength after 
an attack of intermittent fever; they treated me like an 
ailing child; the Baroness wrapped her rug round me and 
made me drink some wipe, all the while talking to me 
with a mother's tenderness. I let them have their way. 

I was almost delirious with want of sleep; my pent-up 
feelings overflowed; this womanly tenderness, the secret 
of which none but a motherly woman knows, was a new 
experience to me. I poured out on her a deluge of 
respectful Homage; over-excited by sleeplessness, 1 became 
lightheaded, and gave the reins ^o my poetical imagination. 

The wild liallucinations of the sleepless night took 
shape, vague, mystic, unsubstantial; the power of my 
suppressed talent revealed itself in fight visions. I spoke 
fo# hours, without interruption, drawing inspiration frdm 
two pairs of eyes, which gazed at me fascinated. 1 felt 
as if my frail body was being consumed by the burning v 
fire of my imagination. I lost all sense of my corporeal 
presence. 

Suddenly the sun rose, the myriads of islets which seem 
to be swimming in the bay appeared enveloped in flames; 
the branches of the pines glowed like copper, the slender 
needles yellow as sulphur; the window-panes of the cot¬ 
tages, dotted along the shore, sparkled like golden 
mirrors; the columns of smoke rising from the chimneys 
indicated that breakfasts were being cooked; the fiidiing- 
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boat^vere setting sail to bring in the outspread nets; the 
sea-gulls, scenting the small herring underneath the dark 
green waves, were screaming themselves hoarse. But on 
the steamer absolute silence reigned, p The travellers were 
still fast asleep in their cabins, we alone were on deck. 
The captain, heavy with sleep, was watching us from the 
bridge, wondering, no doubt, what we could j>e tallying 
about. * ■ • 

At three o’clock in the morning the pilot cutter ap¬ 
peared from behind a neck of land, aqd parting was 
imminent. ^ 

Only a few of the larger islands now separated us from 
the open sea; the swell of the ocean was alfeady distifictly 
discernible; we could hear the roar of the huge breakers 
on the steep cliffs at the extreme end ot the land. 

The time to say good-bye had arrived. Ihey kissed 
one another, he and she, full of painful agitation. She 
took my hand in hers and pressed it passionately her 
eyes full of tears; she begged her husband to take care 
of me, and implored m|» to comfort him during her 
absence. 

I bowed, 1 kissed her hand without a thought of the 
proprieties, oblivious of the fact that I was betraying 
my secret. 

The enginefi stopped, the steamer slowed down, the 
pilot took up his position between decks. Two steps 
towards the accommodation ladder—descended, and 
found myself at the side of the Baron in the pilot cutter. 

The steamer towered above our heads, leaning 
against the rail, the Baroness looked down upon us with 
a sad smile, her innocent eyes brimming over with tears. 
The propeller slowly began to move, the giant got under 
way again, her Russian flag fluttering in the breeze. We 
were tossing on the rolling waves, waving our handker- 
chiefs. The little face grew smaller and smaller, the 
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delicate features were blotted out, two great eyeH only 
remained gazing at us fixedly, and presently they too were 
swallowed up like the rest. Another moment and only a 
fluttering bluish vml, attached to a Japanese hat, was 
visible, and a waving white handkerchief; then only a 
white spot, a tiny white dot; now nothing but the 
unwieldy giant, wrapped in grey smoke. . . . 

■ We went ashore at the Pilots and Customs Station, a 
popular summer resort. The village was still asleep; not 
a soul was on the landing-stage, and we turned and 
watched the steamer altering her course to starboard, and 
disappearing behind the rocky island which formed the 
last bulwark against the sea. 

As the steamer disappeared the Baron leaned against 
my shoulder, and*I fancied I could hear a sob; thus we 
stood for a while without speaking a word. 

Was this excessive grief caused by sleeplessness—by the 
exhaustion following a long vigil? Had he a presenti¬ 
ment of misfortune, or was it merely the pain of parting 
with his wife? I couldn’t say^ 

We "went to the village, depressed and taciturn, in the 
hope of getting some breakfast. But the inn w'as not yet 
astir. We walked through the street and looked at the 
closed doors, the drawn blinds. Beyond the village we 
came upon an isolated spot with a quiet pool. The water 
was clear and transparent, and tempted us to bathe our 
eyes. I produced a little case and took from it a clean 
handkerchief, a toothbrush, a piece of soap and a bottle 
of eau de Cologne. The Baron laughed at my fastidious¬ 
ness, but, nevertheless, availed himself gratefully of the 
chance of a hasty toilet, borrowing from me the necessary 
implements. 

On returning to the village I noticed the smell of coal- 
smoke coming from the direction of the alder trees on the 
shore. I implied by a gesture that this was a last farewell 
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greeting brought by the wind from the steamer. But the 
Baron pretended not to understand my meaning. 

He was a distressing sight at breakfast, with his big, 
sleepy head sunk on his breast, and his swoHfen features. 
Both of us suffered from self-consciousness; he was in a 
gloomy mood and kept up an obstinate silenpe. Once he 
s^ed my hand and apologised for his absent-mindedn^s, 
but almost directly afterwards he relapsed ftito gloom. I. 
made every effort to rouse him, but in vain‘; we were out 
of harmony, the tie between us was broken. An epcpres- 
sion of coarseness and vulgarity had stolen into his face, 
usually so frank and pleasant. The refllotion of the 
charm, the living beauty of his beloved wife had vanished; 
the uncouth man had appeared. 

1 was unable to guess at his thoughts. Did he suspect 
my feelings? To judge from his behaviour he must 
have been a prey to very conflicting emotions, for at 
one minute he pressed my hand, calling me his best, 
his only friend, at the next he seemed oblivious of my 
presence. ^ 

I discovered nith a feeling of dismay that we only lived 
in her and for her. Since our sun had set we seemed to 
have lost all individuality. 

I determined to shake him off as soon as we got back 
to town, butiie held on to me, entreating me to accom¬ 
pany him to his house. 

When we entered the deserted home, we felt as if we 
had entered a chamber of death. A moisture came into 
our eyes. 

Full of confusion and embarrassment, I did not know 
what to do. • 

“It’s too absurd,” I said at last, laughing at myself; 

** here are a caplin of the Guards and a royal secretary 
whimpering like-” 

“It’s-a relief,” he interrupted me/ 
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He sent for his little girl, but her presence only 
aggravated the bitter feeling of regret at our loss. 

It was now nine o’clock in the morning. He had come 
to the end of his powers of endurance, and invited me to 
take a nap on4he sofa while he went to lie down on his 
bed. He put a cushion under my head, covered me with 
his jnilitary cloak and wished me a sound sleep, thanking 
‘me cordially f^r having taken compassion on his loneliness. 
His brotherly kindness was like an echo of his wife’s 
tenderness; she. seemed to fill his thoughts completely. 

I sank into a deep sleep; dimly aware, at the moment 
before losing^consciousness, of his huge form stealing to 
my Hnprovise(> couch with a murmured question as to 
whether I was quite comfortable. 

It was noon when I awoke. He was already up. He 
hated the Mea of being alone, and proposed that we 
should breakfast together in the Park. I readily fell in 
with his suggestion. 

We spent the day together, talking about all sorts of 
things, but every subject led us^back to her on whose life 
our own lives seemed to have been grafted. 



I Spent the two following days alone, yearning for the 
solitude of my library, the cellars of which, once the 
sculpture rooms of the museum, suited my mood. The 
large room, built in the rococo style and loolting on to the 
“Lions’ Court,” contained the manuscripts. I sp^t a 
great deal of time there, reading at haphazard anything 
which seemed old enough to draw my attention from 
recent events. But the more I read, the more the present 
melted into the past, and Queen Christine’s letters, yellow 
with age, whispered into my ears words of love from the 
Baroness. 

To avoid the company of inquisitive friends, I shunned 
my usual restaurant. I could not bear the thought of 
degrading my tongue by confessing my new faith before 
those scoffers; they should never know. I was Jealous 
of my own personality, which was henceforth consecrated 
to her only, ^s I went through the streets, 1 had a vision 
of acolites walking before me, their tinkling bells an¬ 
nouncing to the passers-by tlie approach of the Holy 
of Holies enshrined in the monstrance of my heart. I 
imagined myself in mourning, deep mourning for a queen, 
and longed to bid the crowd bare their heads at the 
passing of my stilll^orn love, which had no' chance of 
ever quickening into life. 

On the third day I was roused from my'lethargy by 
tlm rolling of driAns and li(ie mournful strains of Chopin’s 
Funeral ^March. I rushed to the windhw end noticed the 
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captain marching by at the head of his Guards. Hi 
looked up at my window and acknowledged my presents 
with a n(^ and a smile. The band was playing his wife’f 
favourite piece, at his orders, and the unsuspicious 
musicians had no inkling that they played it in her honoui 
for him and for me, and before an even less auspicious 
l^uchence. 

Half^an^hoiA' later the Baron called for me at the 
library. I took him through the passages in the base¬ 
ment, overcrowded with cupboards and shelves, into the 
manuscript room. He looked cheerful, and at once com¬ 
municated to*me the contents of a letter he had received 
fronfahis wife. • All was going on well. Slie had enclosed 
a note for me. I devoured it with my eyes, trying hard 
to hide my excitement. She thanked me frankly and 
graciously for having looked after her old man ”; she 
said she had felt flattered by my evident grief at parting, 
and added that she was staying with my guardian 
angel,” to whom she was getting more .and more attached. 
She expressed great admiration for her character, and, 
in conclusion, held out hopes ot a happy ending. That 
was all. 

So she was in love with me, this guardian angel ” of 
mine! This monster I The very thought of her now 
fllled me with horror. 1 was compelled to act the part 
of a lover against my will; 1 was condemned to play an 
abominable farce, perhaps all my life long. The truth 
of the old adage that one cannot play with Are without 
burning one’s Angers came home to me with terrible 
force. Caught in my own trap, I pictured to myself in 
my wrath the detestable creature w^P had forced herself 
upon me: she had the eyes of a Mongolian, a sallow face, 
red arms. With angry satisfaction I recalled her seduc¬ 
tive ways, her suspicious behaviour, which more than once 
had set my friends Vondering what species of woman it 
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was with whom 1 was'seen so constantly walking about the 
parks and suburbs. ^ 

The remembrance of her tricks, her attentions, her 
flattering tongue, gave me a kind of vicious pleasure. I 
remembered a way she had of pulling out her watch and 
showing a little bit of dakity underclothing. 1 remem¬ 
bered a certain Sunday in the Park. We were strewing 
along the broad avenues when she all at‘'once proposed 
that we should walk through the shrubbery. Her pro¬ 
posal irritated me, for the shrubbery had an evil reputa¬ 
tion, but she answered ail my objections with a short 
** Bother propriety I ” * 

She wanted to gather anemones under the hazel bvfehes. 
She left me standing in the avenue and disappeared behind 
the shrubs. I followed, confused. She sat down in a 
sheltered spot under an alder tree, spreading out her skirts 
and showing off her feet, which were small but disfigured 
by bunions. An uncomfortable silence fell between us. 

I thought of the old maids of Corinth. . . . She looked 
at me with an expression of childlike innocence . . . she 
was safe from me, her very plainness saved her, and, 
moreover, I took no pleasure in easy conquests. 

Every one of these details, which I had always put 
away from me as odious, came into my mind and 
oppressed me, now that there seemed a prospect of 
winning her. I prayed fervently for the comedian’s 
success. 

But I had to be patient and hide my feelings. 

While I was reading his wife’s note, the Baron sat down 
at the table, which was littered with old books and docu¬ 
ments. He was playing with his carved ivory baton, 
absent-mindedly, as if he were conscious of his inferiority 
in literary matters. He defeated all my attempts to"' 
interest him in my work with an inherent, “Yes, yes, 
very interesting! ” 
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Abashed by the evidences of hi^ rank, his neckpiece, 
the sash, the brilliant uniform, I endeavoured to readjust 
the balance by showing off my knowledge. But I only 
succeeded in making him feel uncomfortable. 

The sword versus the pen I Down with the aristocrat, 
up with the commoner 1 Did# the woman, when later on 
she diose the father of her children from the aristocracy 
of ihe brain, sfte the future, clairvoyantly, without beiQg 
conscious of it? 

In spite of his constant efforts to treat roe as his equal, 
the Baron, without admitting it even to himself, was 
always constifdned in ray presence. At times he paid 
due tieference to my superior knowledge, tacitly acknow¬ 
ledging his inferiority to me in certain respects; at other 
times he would ride the high horse; then a word from 
the Baroness was sufficient to bring him to his senses. In 
his wife’s eyes the inherited coat of arms counted for 
very little, and the dusty coat of the man of letters 
completely eclipsed the full-dress uniform of the captain. 
Had he not been himself aware of this when he donned a 
painter’s blouse and entered the studio at Diisseldorf as 
the least of all the pupils? In all probability he had, 
but still there always remained a certain refinement, an 
inherited tradition, and he was by no means free from the 
jealous hatred which exists between students and officers. 

For the moment I was necessary to him, as I shared 
his sorrow, and therefore he invited me to dine with 
him. 

After the coffee he suggested that we should both write 
to the Baroness. He brought me paper and pen, and 
compelled me to write to her, again^ my will; I raqj^ed 
my brain for platitudes under which to hide the thoughts 
'Of my heart. 

When I had finished my letter I handed it to the Baron 
and asked him to r^ it. 
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“I never read other people’s letters,” he answered* 
aith hypocritical pride. 

“ And I never write to another man’s wife without that 
man’s full knowledge of the correspondence.” 

He glanced at my letter, and, with an enigmatical 
smile, enclosed it in his qprn* 

1 saw nothing of him during the rest of the week, until 
I -met him one evening at a street corner. He se^ed 
very pleased to see me, and we went into a caf4 to have 
a chat. 

He had just returned from the country, where he had 
spent a few days with his wife’s cousin. *Without ever 
having met that charming person, I easily aUe to 
draw a mental picture of her from the traces of her 
influence on the Baron’s character. He had lost his 
haughtiness and his melancholy. There was a gay, some¬ 
what dissipated look on his face, and he enriched his 
vocabulary by a few expressions of doubtful taste; even 
the tone of his voice was altered. 

“A weak mind,” I said to myself, “swayed by every 
emotion; a blank slate %n which the lightest of women 
may write sense or folly, according to her sweet will.” 

He behaved like the hero in comic opera; he joked, 
told funny tales and was in boisterous spirits. His charm 
was gone with his uniform; and when, after supper, 
slightly intoxicated, he suggested that we should cril on 
certain female friends of his, 1 thought him positively 
repulsive. With the exception of the neckpiece, the sash 
and the uniform, he really possessed no attractions 
whatever. 

When his intoxi^tion had reached its climax, he lost 
all sense of shame and began to discuss the secrets of his 
married life. I interrupted him indignantly and proposed 
that we should go home. He assured me that his wife 
allowed him full license durinj^ her absence. At first I 
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thought this more than human, but later on it confirmed 
the opinion I had formed of the Baroness’s naturally 
frigid temperament. We parted very early, and I re¬ 
turned to my room, my brain on fire with the indiscreet 
disclosures which I had been made to listen to. 

This woman, although appansntly in love with her hus¬ 
band, after a union of three years not only permitted 
him every freedom, but did so without claiming the same 
right for herself. It was strange, unnatural, like love 
without jealousy, light without shade. No! it was im¬ 
possible; there must be another cause. He had told me 
the Baroness Vas naturally cold. That, too, seemed 
strangp. Or was she really an embodiment of the virgin 
mother, such as 1 had already dimly divined? And was 
not chastity, purity of the soul, so closely linked to 
refinement of manners, a characteristic, an attribute of a 
superior race? I had not been deceived, then, in iny 
youthful meditations when a young girl roused my admira¬ 
tion without in the least exciting my senses. Beautiful 
childish dreams! Charming ignorance of woman, that 
problem unspeakably more comptex tlian a bachelor ever 
dreams of I 

At last th^ Baroness returned, radiant with health; 
the memories awakened by meeting again the friends of 
her girlhood seemed to have rejuvenated her. 

**Here is the dove with the olive branch,” she said, 
handing me a letter from my so-called sweetheart. 

With anything but genuine enjoyment 1 waded through 
the presumptuous twaddle, tlie effusions of a heartless 
blue-stocking, anxious to win independence by marriage— 
any marriage, and while I was reading I made up my mind 
to put an end to the matter. 

“Do you know for certain,” I asked the Baroness, 
“ whether the lady is engaged to the singer or not ? ” 

“Yes and no.” 
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“ Has she given him her word ? ” 

Does she want to marry him ? ” 

*‘No.” 

^ “Do her parents wish it? ” 

^ “No.» I 

“Why is she so determined to marry him, then? 

“Because ... I don’t know.” * ** 

“Is she in love with me? ” 

“Perhaps she is.” 

“Then she is simply a husband-hunter. She has but* 
one thought, to make a bargain with the fiighest bidder. 
She doesn’t know what love is.” • • 

“What is love?” 

“ A passion stronger than all others, a force of nature 
absolutely irresistible, something akin te thunder, to 
rising floods, a waterfall, a storm-” 

She gazed into my eyes, forgetting the reproaches 
which, in the interest of her friend, had risen to the tip 
of her tongue. 

“ And is your love fo^her a force like that ? ” she asked. 

I had a strong impulse to tell her everything. 

But, supposing 1 did? . . . The bond between us 
would be broken, and, without the lie which protected 
me from my criminal passion, I should be lost. 

Afraid of committing myself, I asked her to drop the 
subject. I said that my cruel sweetheart was dead as far 
as I was concerned, and that all tliat remained for me 
to do was to forget her. 

The Baroness did her utmost to comfort me, but she 
did not cloak the ^ct that I had a dangerous rival in the 
singer, who was on the spot and in personal contatfl with 
his lady-love. 

The Baron, evidently bored by our conversation, inter¬ 
rupted us peevishly, telling us that we should end by 
burning our fingers. 
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“ This meddling with other people’s love affairs is utter 
folly I ” he exclaimed, almost rudely; the Baroness's face 
flushed with indignation. I hastily changed the subject 
to avoid a scene* 

The ball had been set rolling. The Ue, originally a, 
mere whim, grew. Full of Ipprehension and shame, I 
tol(i myself fairy tales which 1 ended in believing. In 
them I playecf the part of the ill-starred lover, a part 
which came easy enough, for with the exception of the 
object of my tenderness, the fairy tales agreed in every 
detail with reality. 

X was indeed caught in my own net. One day, on 
returning homS, I found “ her ” father's card. I re¬ 
turned his call at once. He was a little old man, un¬ 
pleasantly like his daughter, the caricature of a caricature. 
He treated me in every way as he w’ould his prospective 
son-in-law. He inquired about my family, my income, 
my prospects. It was a regular cross-examination. The 
matter threatened to become serious. 

What was 1 to do ? Hopin^^ to divert his attention 
from me, 1 made myself as insigniflcant as possible in his 
eyes. The reason of his visit to Stockholm was obvious. 
Either he wanted to shake off the singer, whom he dis¬ 
liked, or the lady had made up her mind to honour me 
with her hand if an expert should approve of her bargain. 

1 showed myself from my most unpleasant side, avoided 
every opportunity of meeting him, refused even an invita¬ 
tion to dinner from the Baroness; 1 tired my unlucky 
would-be father-in-law out by giving him the slip again 
and again, pleading urgent duty at the library, until 1 
had gained my purpose, and he departed before the 
appointed time. 

Did my rival ever guess to whom he was indebted for 
his matrimonial misery when he married his bride-elect? 
No doubt he never knew, and proudly imagined that be 
had ousted me. 
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An incident wJvich to some extent af^ted our destiny 
was l^e sudden departure of the Baroness and her little 
daughter to the country. It was in the beginning of 
August. For reasons of iiealth she had chosen Mariafred, 
4 small village on the Lake of M&lar, where at the moment 
the little cousin happened th be staying with her parents. 

This hurried departure on the day after her home¬ 
coming struck me as very extraordinary; l3ut, as it was 
none of my business, I made no comment. Three days 
passed, then the Baron wrote asking me to call. He ap¬ 
peared to be restless, very nervous and strange. He told 
me that the Baroness would be back ahnost immediately. 

**Indeed! ’’ 1 exclaimed, more astonished than 1 (^red 
to show. 

Yes! . . . her nerves are upset, the climate doesn’t 
suit her. She has written me an unintelligible letter 
which frightens me. I have never been able to under¬ 
stand her whims . . . she gets all sorts of fantastic ideas 
into her head. Just at present she imagines that you 
are angry with her I ” , 

“I! ” 

*'It's too absurd! he continued, “but don't take 
any notice of it when she returns; she's ashamed of her 
moods; she’s proud, and if she thought you disapproved 
of her, she would only commit fresh follies.” 

“It has come at last.” I said to myself; “the catas¬ 
trophe is imminent I ” And from that moment my 
thoughts were bent on flight, for 1 had no desire to figure 
as the hero of a romance of passion. 

I refused the next invitation, making excuses which 
were badly invented*and wrongly understood. The result 
was a call from the Baron; he asked me what I meant by 
my unfriendly conduct ? I did not know what explanation 
to give, and he took advantage of my embarrassment and 
exacted a promise from me to join them in an excursion. 

I found the Baroness looking ill and worn out; only 
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the black eyes in the livid face seeme5^ alive and shone 
with unnatural brilliancy. I was very reserved, spoke in 
indifferent tones and said as little as possible. 

On leaving the steamer, we went to a famous hotel 
where the Baron had arranged to meet his uncle. The 
supper, which was served in the open, was anything but 
gaj;^ Before.us spread the sinister lake, shut in by 
gloomy mountains; above our heads waved the branches 
of the lime trees, the blackened trunks of which were 
over a hundred years old. 

We talked, commonphsuies, but our conversation was 
dull, and soon languished. I fancied that 1 could feel 
the kfter-effecfs of a quarrel between my hosts, which 
had not yet been patched up and was on the verge of a 
fresh outbreak. I ardently desired to avoid the storm, 
but, unfortunately, uncle and nephew left the table to 
discuss business matters. Now the mine would explode! 

As soon as we were alone the Baroness leaned towards 
me and said excitedly— 

“Do you know that Gustaw is angry with me for 
coming back unexpectedly? ” 

“I know nothing about it.” 

“Then you don’t know that he’d been building on 
meeting my charming cousin on his free Sundays ? ” 

“ My dear Baroness,” I exclaimed, interrupting her, “ if 
you want to bring charges against j’our husband, hadn’t 
you better do it in his presence ? ” 

. , . What had I done? It was brutal, this harsh, 
uncompromising rebuke, flung into the face of a disloyal 
wife in defence of a member of my own sex. 

“ How dare you! ” she cried, amazed, changing colour. 
“You’re insulting me! ” 

“Yes, Baroness, I am insulting you.” 

All was over between us, for ever. 

As soon as her husband returned she hastened towards 
him, as if she were seeking protection from an enemy. 
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ThfiLf^ron notifed that something was wrong, but he 
could not understand her excitement. 

I left them at the landing-stage, pretending that 1 had 
to pay a visit at one of the neighbouring villas. 

I don’t know how I got l^k to town. My legs seemed 
to carry a lifeless b<?dy; the vital node was cut, I was a 
corpse walking along the streets. , « 

Alone I I was alone again, without friends, without 
a family, without anything to worship. It was impos¬ 
sible for me to recreate God. The statue of the Madonna 
had fallen down; woman had shown hersglf behind the 
beautiful image, woman, treacherous, faithless, ^with 
sharp claws 1 When she attempted to* make me her 
confidant, she was taking the first step towards breaking 
her marriage vows; at that moment the hatred of her sex 
was born in me. She had insulted the man and the 
sex in me, and 1 took the part of her husband against 
her. Not that I flattered myself with being a virtuous 
man, but in love man is never a thief, he only take 3 
what is given to him. d[t is woman who steals and sells 
herself. The only time when she gives unselfishly is when 
she betrays her husband. The prostitute sells herself, the 
young wife sells herself; the faithless wife only gives to 
her lover that which she has stolen fronKher husband. 

But 1 had not desired this woman in any other way 
than as a Mend. Protected from me by her child, I had 
always seen her invested with the insignia of motherhood. 
Always seeing her at the side of her husband, I had 
never felt the slightest temptation to indulge in pleasures 
which are gross in themselves, and ennobled only by entire 
and exclusive possession. 

I returned to my room annihilated, completely crushed, 
more lonely than ever, for I had dropped my Bohemian 
friends from the very outset of my relations with the 
Baroness. 
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I OCCUPIED in those days a fairly large attic with two 
windows which looked on the new harbour, the bay*'and 
the rocky heights of the^ southern suburbs. Before the 
windows, on iSie roof, 1 had managed to create a garden 
of tj!\^y dimensions. Bengal roses, azaleas and geraniums 
provided me in their turn with flowers for the secret cult 
of my Madonna with the child. It had become a daily 
habit with me to pull down the blinds towards the even¬ 
ing, arrange my flower-pots in a semicircle, and place the 
picture of the Baroness, with the lamplight full on it, 
amongst them. She was represented on this portrait as 
a young mother, with somewhat severe, but deliciously 
pure features, her delicate head flrowned with a w'ealth of 
golden hair. She wore a light dress which reached up 
to her chin and was flnished off with a pleated frill; her 
little daughter, dressed in white, w'as standing on a table 
by the side of her, gazing at the beholder with pensive 
eyes. How many letters “to my friends’’ had I not 
written before this portrait and sent off on the following 
morning addressed to the Baron I These letters were at 
that time the only channel into w'hich I could pour my 
literary aspirations, and my inmost soul was laid bare in 
them. ^ 

To open a career for the erratic, artistic soul of the 
Baroness, I had tried to encourage her to seek, an outlet 
for her poetic imagination in literary work. I hod pro¬ 
vided heiL.with the masterpieces of all literatures, had 
taught her the first principles of literary compodtion by 



40 THE CONFESSION OF A FOOL 

furnishing endless summaries, commentaries and analyses, 
to which I added advice and practical illustrations. She 
had been only moderately interested, for she doubted her 
literary talent from the outset. I told her that every 
educated person po<4sessed the ability to write at least 
a letter, and was therefore a poet or author in posse. 
But it was all in vain; the passion for^ the stage, had 
taken firm hold of her obstinate brain. She insisted that 
she w'as a born elocutionist, and, because her rank pre¬ 
vented her from following her inclination and going on 
the stage {an ardently desired contingency), she posed as 
a martyr, heedless of the disastrous consequences which 
threatened to overtake her home life. H^r husband sym¬ 
pathised with my benevolent efforts, undertaken in the 
hope of saving the domestic peace of the family from 
shipwreck. He was grateful, although he had not the 
courage to take an active and personal interest in the 
matter. The Baroness’s opposition notwithstanding, 1 
had continued my efforts and urged her in every letter to 
break the fateful spell which held her, and make an effort 
to write a poem, a drama, or a novel. 

“Your life has been an eventful one,” I said to her 
in one of my letters; “ why not make use of your own 
experience ? ” And, quoting from Borne, I added, 
**Take paper and pen and be candid, and you are bound 
to become an authoress.” 

*^lt’s too painful to live an unhappy life all over 
again,” she had replied. want to find forgetfulness 
in art; I want to merge my identity into characters 
different from my owm.” 

I had never asked^nyself what it was that she wanted to 
forget. 1 knew nothing of her past life. Did she shrink 
from allowing me to solve the riddle? Was she afraid 
of handing me the key to her character? Was she 
anxious to hide her true self behind the personalities of 
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Btag« heroines, or did she hope to increase her own 
ma#?nitude by assuming the identities of her superiors? 

When 1 had come to the end of my arguments, I 
suggested that she should make a start by translating 
the works of foreign authors; I told her this would help 
to form her style and make her known to publishers. 

** Is a translator well paid ? ” she asked. 

“Fairly well,” I replied, “if she knows her business.” 

“Perhaps you will think me mercenary,” she continued, 
“but work for its own sake doesn’t attract me.” 

Ijike so mai^ women of our time, she was seized with 
the ipania of earning her own living. The Baron made 
a grimace plainly indicative of the fact that he would far 
rather see her taking an active interest in the management 
of her house and servants, than contributing a few shil¬ 
lings towards the expenses of a neglected home. 

Since that day she had given me no peace, begging me 
to find her a good book and a publisher. 

I had done my utmost, and had succeeded in procuring 
for her two quite short articles, destined for “ Miscella¬ 
neous Items ” in one of the illustrated magazines, which 
did not, however, remunerate its contributors. For a 
whole week I heard nothing of the work, which could 
easily have been accomplished in a couple of hours. She 
lost her temper when the Baron teasingly called her a 
sluggard; in fact, she was so angry that I saw he had 
touched a very sore spot, and stopped all further allusions, 
afraid of making serious mischief between the couple. 

This was how matters stood at the time of my rupture 
with her. 

... I sat in my attic with her letters before me on 
the table. As I re-read them, one after the other, my 
heart ached for her. She was a soul in torment, a pow'er 
wasted, a voice unable to make itself heard, just like 
myself. 'IliiB was the secret of our mutual sympathy. 
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1 suffered through her as if she were a diseased organ 
grafted on my sick soul, which had itself become too 
blunted and duU to sense the pleasure of exquisite pain. 

And what had she done that I should deprive her of 
my sympathy? In a moment of jealousy she had com¬ 
plained to me of her unhappy marriage. And I had 
repulsed her, I had spoken harshly to her, when I ought 
to have reasoned with her; it would not have been an 
impossible task, for hadn’t her husband told me that she 
allowed him every licence? 

I was seized with an immense compassjpn for her; no 
doubt, in her soul lay, shrouded in profound myytery, 
fateful secrets, physical and psychical *aberratioiXs. It 
seemed to me that I should be guilty of a terrible wrong 
if I let her come to ruin. When my depression had 
reached its climax I began a letter to her, asking her to 
forgive me. I begged her to forget what had happened, 
and tried to explain the painful incident by a misunder¬ 
standing on my part. But the words would not come, 
my pen refused to obay me. Worn out with fatigue, 
I threw myself on ray bed. 

The following morning W'as warm and cloudy, a typical 
August morning. At eight o’clock I went to the library, 
melancholy and depressed. As I had a key, I was able 
to let myself in and spend three hours in perfect solitude 
before the general public began to arrive. I wandered 
through the passages, between rows of books on mther 
side, in that exquisite solitude which is not loneliness, in 
close communion with the great thinkers of all times. 
Taking out a volume here and there, I tried to fix my 
• mind on some definite subject in order to forget the 
painful scene of yesterday. But I could not banish the 
desecrated image of the fallen Madonna from my mind. 
When I raised my eyes from the pages, which I had read 
without understanding a word, I seemed to see her, as in 
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a Tision, coming down the spiral staircase, which wound 
in endless perspective at the back of the galleries. She 
lifted tlie straight folds of her blue dress, showing her 
perfect feet and slender ankles, looking at me furtively, 
with a sidelong glance, tempting me to the betrayal of 
her husband, soliciting me with that treacherous and 
voluptuous smil^ which 1 had yesterday seen for Ithe first 
time. The apparition awakened all the sensuality which 
had lain dormant in my heart for the last three months, 
for the pure atmosphere w'hich surrounded her had kept 
away from m^ all lascivious thoughts. Now all the 
passiqp which burnt in me concentrated itself on a single 
object? I desir^ her. My imagination painted for me 
the exquisite beauty of her white limbs. I selected a 
work on art which contained illustrations of all the famous 
sculptures in the Italian museums, hoping to discover 
this woman’s formula by systematic scientific research. 
I wanted to find out species and genus to which she 
belonged. I had plenty to choose from. 

Was she Venus, full-bosomed ^nd broad-liipped, the 
normal woman, w'ho awaits her lover, sure of her triumph¬ 
ant beauty? 

No! 

Juno, then, the fertile mother, who keeps her regal 
charms for the marriage-bed? 

By no means! 

Minerva, the blue-stocking, the old maid, who hides 
her fiat bosom under a coat of mail? 

On no accoimt! 

Diana then, the pale goddess of night, fearful of the 
sun, cruel in her enforced chastity, niore boy than girl, 
modest because she needs mtist be so—Diana, who could 
not forgive Actmon for having watched her while bathing ? 
Was she Diana ? The species, perhaps, but not the genus! 

The future will speak the last word! With that 
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delicate body, those exquisite limbs, that sweet face, that 
proud smile, that modestly veiled bosom, could she be 
yearning for blood and forbidden fruit? Diana? Yes, 
unmistakably Diana t 

i continued ray research; I looked through a number 
of publications on art stored up in this incomparable 
treasure-house of the State, so as to study the various 
representations of the chaste goddess. 

I compared; like a scientist, I proved my point, again 
and again rushing from one end of the huge building to 
tlie other to find the volumes to whigh I was being 
referred. 

The striking of a clock recalled me from iho wyrld of 
my dreams; my colleagues were beginning to arrive, and 
I had to enter on my daily duties. 

I decided to spend the evening at the club with my 
friends. On entering the laboratory, I was greeted with 
deafening acclamations, which raised my spirits. The 
centre of the room was occupied by a table dressed like 
an altar, in the middle of which stood a skull and a large 
bottle of cyanide of potassium. An open Bible, stained 
with punch spots, lay beside the skull. Surgical instru¬ 
ments served as bookmarkers. A number of punch- 
glasses were arranged in a circle all round. Instead of 
a ladle a retort wan used for fiUiiig the glasses. My 
friends were on the verge of intoxication. One of them 
offered me a glass bowl containing half-a-pint of the fiery 
drink, and I emptied it at one gulp. All the members 
shouted the customary “ Curse it I I responded by 
singing the song of the ne’er-do-wells— 

• Deep potations 
And flirtations 

Are life’s only end and aim . . . 

After this prelude an infernal row arose, and, amid 
shputs of applause, I delivered myself of a stream of 
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vulgar platitudes, abusing and insulting women in high- 
flown verses, mixed with anatomical terms. Intoxicated 
with the coarse suggestions, the vulgar profanation, I 
surpassed myself in heaping insults on the head of my 
Madonna. It was the morbid result of my unsatisfied 
longing. My hatred for the treacherous idol broke out 
^ith such virulence that it afforded me a sort of bitter 
comfort. My m*essmates, poor devils, acquainted with 
love in its lowest aspect only, listened eagerly to my vile 
ienunciaUons of a lady of rank, who was utterly beyond 
their reach. 

'riie drunkenness increased. I'he sound of men’s voices 
delighfiid my ear# after 1 had passed three months amid 
sentimental whining, mock modesty and hypocritical inno¬ 
cence. I felt as if I had torn off' the mask, throw^n back 
the veil under which Tartuffe concealed his cupidity. In 
imagination I saw the adored w'oman indulging every 
whim and caprice, merely to escape the boredom of a dull 
existence. All iny insults, my infamous invectives and 
abuse I addressed to her, furious with the power in me 
i.iiich successfully strove against my committing a crime. 

At this iiioment the laboratory appeared to me to be 
. iialiucii.atioii of my over-excited brain, the temple of 
monstrous orgies in which all the senses participated. 
'I'he bottles on ttie shelves gleamed in all the colours of 
I lit* raiiioow': the deep purple of red lead; the orange 
of potash, the yellow of sulphur, the green of verdigris, 
the blue of \itriol. Tlie atmosphere was thick with 
tobacco smoke; the smell of the lemons, used in brewing 
the punch, called up visions of happier countries. The 
piano, intentionally out of tune and badly treated, groaned 
Beethoven’s march in u manner w'hich made it unrecognis¬ 
able. The pallid faces of the revellers see-sawed in the 
blue-black smoke which rose from the pipes. The lieu¬ 
tenant’s sash, the black beard of the doctor of phUosopbij, 
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the phj^cian’s embroidered shirt front, the skull with its 
empty sockets; the noise, the disorder, the abmninable 
discords, the lewd images evoked, bewildered and confused 
my maddened brain, when suddenly, with one accord, 
there arose a cry uttered by many voices— 

“ To the women, you men I 

The whole assembly broke into the song— 

Deep potations 
And flirtations 

Are life’s only end and aim , . . 

Hats and overcoats were donned, and^the whole horde 
trooped out. Half-an-hour later we had arrived at our 
destination. The fires in the huge stores spluttered and 
crackled, stout was ordered, and the saturnalias, which 
rendered the remainder of the night hideous, began. 



When I awok^ on the following morning in my own bed 
in broad daylight, I was surprised to find that I had 
regained complete mastery over myself. Every trace of 
unhealthy sentimentality had disappeared; the cult of the 
Madonna had been forgotten in the excesses of the night. 
1 lookVi upon m}^ fantastic love as a weakness of the spirit 
or the flesh, which at the moment appeared to me to be 
one and the same thing. 

After 1 had had a cold bath and eaten some breakfast, 
I returned to my daily duties, content that the whole 
matter was at an end. I plunged into my work, and the 
hours passed rapidly. 

It was half-past twelve when the porter announced the 
Baron. 

“Is it possible? ” I said to myself, “and I had been 
under the impression that the incident was closed! ” 

1 prepared myself for a scene. 

The Baron, radiant with mirth and happiness, squeezed 
my band affectionately. He had come to ask me to join 
in another excursion by steamer, and see the amateur 
theatricals at Sddertelje, a small watering-place. 

1 declined politely, pleading urgent business. 

*‘My wife,” he recommenced, “would be very pleased 
if you could manage to come. . . . Moreover, Baby will 
be one of the party. • . .” Baby, the much-discussed 
cousin. . . . 

He went on urging me in a manner at once irresistible 

and pathetic, looking at me with eyes so full of melancholy 
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that I felt myself weakening. But instead of frankly 
accepting his invitation, 1 replied with a question— 

The Baroness is quite well ? ” 

“ She wasn’t very well yesterday; in fact, she was really 
ill, but she is better since this morning. My dear fellow,” 
he added after a slight pause, what passed between you 
the night before last at Nacka? My wife says that you 
had a misunderstanding, and that you ai% angry with her 
without any reason.” 

Really,” I answered, a little taken aback, don’t 
know myself. Perhaps 1 had a little too much to drink. 

I forgot myself.” * 

•*Let’s forget all about it then, will you? he /eplied 
briskly, “ and let us be friends as before. Women are, 
often strangely touchy, as you know. It’s all right, then; 
you’ll come, won't you? To-day at four. Remember, 
we are counting on you. ...” 

I had consented I . . . 

Unfathomable enigma 1 A misunderstanding t . . . But 
she had been ill I ... Ill with fear . . . with anger . . . 
with ... * 

The fact that the little unknown cousin was about to 
appear upon the scene added a new interest, and with 
a beating heart I went on board the steamer at four 
o’clock, as had been arranged. 

The Baroness greeted me with sisterly kindness. 

“You’re not angry with me because of my unkind 
words ?” she began. “ I’m very excitable. . . .” 

“ Don’t let us speak about it,” I replied, trying to find 
her a seat behind the bridge. 

“Mr. Axel . ... Miss Baby! . . 

The Baron was introducing us. I was looking at a giii 
of about eighteen, of the soubrette type, exactly what I 
had imagined. She w^as small, very ordinary-looking, 
dressed simply, but with a certain striving after elegance. 
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But the Bardness!' Pale as death, with hollow cheeks, 
she looked more fragile than ever. Her bangles jingled 
at her waists; her slender neck rose from her collar, plainly 
showing the blue arteries winding towards the ears which, 
owing to the careless way in which she had arranged her 
hair, stood out from her head more than usual. She was 
badly dressed, too. The colours of her frock were crude, 
and did not blend. I could not help thinking that she 
was downright plain, and, as I looked at her, my heart was 
filled with compassion, and I cursed my recent cdhduct 
towards her. This woman a coquette ? She was a saint, 
a martyr, bearing undeserved sorrow. 

T}ie*iSteamer started. The lovely August evening on 
the Lake of M&lar tempted one to peaceful dreams. 

Was it accidental or intended? The little cousin and 
t he Baron were sitting side by side at a distance sufficiently 
great to prevent our overhearing each other. Leaning 
towards her, he talked and laughed incessantly, with the 
gay, rejuvenated face of an accepted lover. 

From time to time he looked at us^ slyly, and we nodded 
and smiled back. 

“A jolly girl, the little one, isn’t she? ” remarked the 
Baroness. 

“ It seems so,” I answered, uncertain how to take her 
remark. 

” She knows how to cheer up my melancholy husband. 
I don’t possess that gift,” she added, with a frank and 
kindly smile at the group. 

And as she spoke the lines of her face betrayed sup¬ 
pressed sorrow, tears held back, superhuman resignation; 
aeross her features glided, cloud-like, those incom¬ 
prehensible refiections of kindness, resignation and 
self-denial, common to pregnant women and young 
motib^s. 

Ashamed of my misinterpretation of her character, tor- 
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tured by remorse, nervous, I suppressed with difiicufty the 
tears which I felt rising to my eyes. 

But aren’t you jealous ? ” 1 asked, merely for the sake 
of saying something. 

** Not at ail,” she answered, quite rincerely and without 
a trace of malice. “Perhaps you’ll think it strange, but 
it’s true. I love my husband; he is very kind-hearted; 
and I appreciate the little one, for she’s h nice girl. And 
there is really nothing wrong between them. Shame on 
jealoixSy, which mokes a woman look plain; at my age one 
has to be careful.” 

And, indeed, she looked so plain at that moment that it 
wrung my heart. Acting thoughtlessly, on im^lse, I 
advised her, with fatherly solicitude, to put a shawl round 
her shoulders, pretending that 1 w'as afraid of her catcliing 
cold. Slie let me arrange the fleecy fabric round her face, 
framing it, and transforming her into a dainty beauty. 

How pretty she was when she thanked me smilingly I 
A look of perfect happiness had come into her face; she 
was grateful like a child begging for caresses. 

“ My poor husbancfl How glad 1 am to see him a little 
more cheerful! He is full of trouble! ... If you only 
knew! ” 

“If I’m not indiscreet,” I ventured, “then, for 
Heaven’s sake, tell me what it is that makes you so un¬ 
happy. I feel that there is a great sorrow in your life. 
I have nothing to offer you but advice; but, if I can in 
any way serve you, I entreat you to make use of my 
friendship.” 

My poor friends were in financial difficulties: the 
phantom of ruin-^that ghastly nigh^are f—was t^aten- 
ing them. Up to now the Baron’s madequate income had 
been supplemented by his wife’s dowry. But they had 
recently discovered that the dowry existed on paper only, 
H being invested in worthless shares. The Baron was on 
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the point of sending in his papers, and looking out for a 
cashiACi’s billet in a bank. 

“That’s the reason,” she concluded, “why I want to 
make use of the talent I possess, for then I could con¬ 
tribute my share to the necessary expenses of the house¬ 
hold. It’s all my fault, don’t you see? I’m to blame for 
the difficulties iii which he finds himself; I’ve ruined his 
career. ...” 

What could I say or do in such a sad case which went 
far beyond my power of assistance? I attempted to 
smooth aw'ay difficulties, to deceive myself about 
them. 

I ailSured her fhat things would come all right, and, in 
order to allay her fears, I painted for her the picture of 
a future w'ithout cares, full of bright prospects. I quoted 
the statistics of national economy to prove that better 
times were coming in which her shares w'ould improve; 

I invented the most extraordinary remedies; I conjured 
up a new army organisation w'hich w'ould bring in its train 
unexpected promotion for her hu^and. 

It was all pure invention, but, thanks to my power of 
imagination, courage and hope returned to her, and her 
spirits rose. 

After landing, and while we were waiting for the com¬ 
mencement of the play, we went for a walk in the Park. 

I had not, as yet, exchanged one word with the cousin, 
’rhe Baron never left her side. He carried her cloak, 
devoured her with his eyes, bathed her in a flood of words, 
warmed her with his breath, while she remained callous and 
^l^'IM^sessed, with vacant eyes and hard features. From 
time to time, with^ apparently moving a muscle of her 
face, she seemed to say things to which the Baron replied 
with shrieks of laughter, and, judging from his animated 
face, she must have been indulging pretty freely ip, 
repartee, innuendoes and double-entendres. 
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At last the doors opened, and we went in to take our 
seats, which had not been reserved. 

The curtain rose. The Baroness was blissfully happy 
to see the stage, smell the mingled odours of painted 
canvas, raw wood, rouge and perspiration. 

They played A Whim, A sudden indisposition seized 
me, the result of the distressing memories of my vain 
efforts to conquer the stage, and also, perhaps, the conse¬ 
quence of the excesses of the previous night. When the 
, curtain fell, I left my seat and made my way to the 
restaurant, where 1 refreshed myself with a double¬ 
absinthe, and remained until the performance was over. 

My friends met me after the play, and we went to have 
supper together. They seemed tired, and unable to hide 
their annoyance at my iiight. Nobody spoke a word while 
the table was being laid. A desultory conversation was 
started with the greatest difficulty. The cousin remained 
mute, haughty, reserved. 

We discussed the menu. After consulting with me, tlic 
Baroness ordered horsed"wuvres. Roughly—too roughly 
for my unstrung nerves, the Baron countermanded tlie 
order. Lost in gloomy thoughts, 1 pretended not to hear 
him, and called out “ Hors d’amvret for two 1 ” for her 
and for me, as she had originally ordered. 

The Baron grew pale with anger. There was thunder 
in the air, but not another word was spoken. 

I inwardly admired my courage in thus answering a 
rudeness with an insult, bound to have serious consequences 
in any civilised country. The Baroness, encouraged by 
Rie way in which I had stood up for her, began teasing 
me in order to mdke me laugh. But in vain. Conversa¬ 
tion was impossible; nobody had anytliing to say, and the 
Baron and I exchanged angry glances. In the end my 
^po|ent whispered a remark in iiis neighbour’s ear; in 
reply she made a grimace) nodded, pronounced a few 
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syllables without moTing her lips, and regarded me 
scornfidly. 

I felt the blood rising to my head, and the storm would 
have burst there and then if an unexpected incident had 
not served as a lightning conductor. 

In an adjacent room a boisterous party had been strum¬ 
ming the pianoifor the last half-hour; now they began 
singing a vulgar song, with the doors standing wide open. 

The Baron turned to the waiter: “Shut that door,” 
he said curtly. 

The door hacWiardly been closed when it was again burst 
open« The singers repeated the chorus, and challenged 
us witti impertinent remarks. 

The moment for an explosion had arrived. 

I jumped up from my chair; with two strides I was at 
the door and banged it in ihe faces of the noisy crew. 
Fire in a powder-barrel couhl not have had a more rousing 
effect than my determined stand against the enemy. 

A short struggle ensued, during which I kept hold of 
the door-handle. But the door yielded to the vigorous 
pull from the other side* and 1 was dragged tow'ards the 
howling mob, w'ho threw themselves upon me, eager for a 
hand-to-hand tussle. 

At that moment I felt a touch on my shoulder, and 
heard an indignant voice asking "• tliese gentlemen wdiether 
they had no sense of honour, that they aitackeil in a body 
one single opponent ? ” . . . 

It was the Baroness who, under the stress of a strong 
emotion, forgetting the dictates of convention and good 
manners, betrayed wanner feelings than she probably was 
aware of. 

The fight was over. The Baroness regarded me with 
searching eyes. 

**You*re a brave little hero,” she said. was 
trembling for you.” 
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The %aron called for the bill, asked to see the landlord 
and requested him to send far the police* 

Af ter this incident perfect harmony reigned amongst 
us. We vied in expressions of indignation about the rude¬ 
ness of the natives. All the suppressed wrath of jealousy 
and wounded vanity was paired on the heads of those 
uncouth louts. • 

And later on, as we sat drinking punch in one of our 
own rooms, our old friendship burst into fresh flames; 
we forgot all about the police, who, moreover, had failed 
to put in an appearance. • 

On the following morning we met in the coffee-qoom, 
full of liigh spirits, and in our inmost hearts glad td have 
done with a disagreeable business, the consequences of 
tdiich it would have been difficult to foretell. 

After the first breakfast we went for a walk on the 
banks of the canal, in couples, and with a fair distance 
between us. When we had arrived at a lock where the 
canal made a strong curve, the Baron waited and turned 
to his wife with an affisctionate, almost amorous smile. 

** D’you remember this place, Marie ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, yes, my dear, I remember,” she answered, with 
a mingled expression of passion and sadness. 

Later on she explained his question to me. 

** It was here where he first told me of his love . . . one 
evening, under this very birch-tree, while a brilliant 
shooting-star flashed across the sky.” 

‘^That was three years ago,” I completed her explana¬ 
tion, “ and you are reviving old memories already. You 
live in the past because the present doesn’t satisfy you.” 

** Oh, stop I ” she exclaimed; ” you’ve taken leave of 
your senses. ... I loathe the past, and I am grateful to 
my husband for having delivered me from a vain mother 
whose doting tyranny was ruining me. No, I adore my 
huslNMid, he’s a loyal friend iSo me. . . 
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** Ab you like, Baroness; I’ll agree with anything, to 
please you.” ^ 

At iiie stated hour we went on board to return to town, 
and after a delightful passage across the blue sea, with its 
thousands of green islands, ^e arrived in Stockholm, 
where we parted. 

I had made up my mind to return to work, determined 
to tear this love out of my heart, but 1 soon found that 
I had reckoned without forces much stronger than myself. 
On the day after our excursion I received an invitation to 
dinner from the"Baroness; it was the anniversary of her 
wedding-day. 1 fould not think of a plausible excuse, 
and, although I was afraid of straining our friendship, 1 
accepted the invitation. To my great disappointment, I 
found the house turned upside down, undergoing the 
process of a general cleaning; the Baron was in a bad 
temper, and the Baroness sent her apologies for the delayed 
dinner. I walked up and down the garden with her 
irritable, hungry husband, who seemed unable to control 
his impatience. After half-an-houi^s strenuous effort my 
powers of entertaining him were exhausted, and conversa¬ 
tion ceased. He took me into the dining-room. 

Dinner was laid, and the appetisers * had been put on 
the table, but the mistress of the house was still invisible. 

*^If we took a snack standing,” said the Baron, ‘*we 
should be able to wait.” 

Afraid of offending the Baroness, I did my utmost to 
dissuade him, but he remained obstinate, and being, as it 
were, between two fires, 1 was compelled to acquiesce in 
his proposal. ^ 

At last the Baroness entered: radiant, young, pretty; 

Note of the translator r It is customary iu Sweden to begin 
dixmer with savoury sandwiches, which are usually placed on a dde- 
table. These sandwichee are intended to excite the appetite of the 
diners, and are called appetiseni"* 



56 THE CONFESSION OF A FOOL 

she was dressed in a diaphAiious silk £rockt ycUoWf hk 
^ ripe corn, with a mauve stripe, reminiscent of pansies; tbi 
was her favourite combination of colours. The well-KJui 
dress suited her girlish figure to perfection, and emphasised 
the beautiful contour of the shoulders and the curve of the 
exquisitely modelled arms. 

I handed her my bunch of roses, wishing her many happy 
returns of the day; I also took good care to put all the 
blame for our rude impatience on the Baron. 

When her eyes fell on the disordered table, she pursed 
up her lips and addressed a remark to her husband which 
w'Bs more stinging than humorous; he was not slow tq reply 
to the undeserved rebuke. 1 threw myself into thelbreacm 
by recalling the incidents of the previous day which I had 
already discussed with the Baron. 

“And what d^you think of my charming cousin?** 
asked the Baroness. 

“ She’s very amiable,’* I replied. 

“Don’t you agree with me, my dear fellow, that the 
child if a perfect treasure ? ” exclaimed the Baron, in a 
voice which expressed parental solicitude, sincere devotion 
and pity for this imp of Satan, supposed to be martyred 
by imaginary t 3 rrants. 

But in spite of the stress laid by her husband on the 
word “child,” the Baroness continued mercilessly— 
“Just look how that dear Baby has changed the style 
in which my husband does his hair! ” 

The parting which the Baron had been accustomed to 
wear had indeed disappeared. Instead of it, his hair was 
dressed in the manner of the young students, his mous¬ 
tache waxed—a style which did not suit him. Through 
afi association of ideas, my attention was drawn to the fact 
•"-which, however, 1 kept to my^lf—^that the Baroness, 
too, had adopted from the charming cousin certain detaik 
(f£ dressing her hair, of wearing her clothes, of manner 
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even. It made me think of the elective afSnities of the 
chemists, in this case acting on living beings. 

The dinner dragged on, slowly and heavily, like a cart 
which has lost its fourth wheel, and wearily lumbers along 
on the three remaining ones. But the cousin, henceforth 
the indispensable complement of our quartet, which, with¬ 
out her, was beginning to be out of harmony, was expected 
to come later on and take coffee with us. 

At dessert I proposed a toast to the married couple, in 
conventional terms, without spirit or wit, like champagne 
which has grown flat. 

Hqsband and wife, animated by the memories of the 
past, kissed tenderly, and, in mimicking their former fond 
ways, became affectionate, amorous even, just as an actor 
will feel genuinely deprer^ed when he has been feigning 
tears. 

Or was it tliat the fire was still smouldering underneath 
the ashes, ready to burst into fresh fiames if fanned by a 
skilful hand? It W'as impossible to guess how matters 
stood. • 

After dinner we went into the garden and sat in the 
summer-house, the window' of which looked on to the 
street. Digestive processes did not favour conversation. 
The Baron stood at the window', absent-mindedly watching 
the street, in the hope of catching a glimpse of the cousin. 
Suddenly he darted off like an arrow, evidently with the 
intention of going to meet the expected guest. 

Left alone w'ith the Baroness, 1 at once became embar¬ 
rassed; I was not naturally self-conscious, but she had 
a queer way of looking at me and paying me compliments 
on certain details of my appearance. After a long, almost 
painful silence, she burst out laughing, and pointing lir 
the direction in which''the Baron had disappeared, she 
exclaimed-- 

** Dear old Gustav, he is head-over-ears in love I ” 
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“It looks like it,” I replied. “And 701 ] are really aot 
jealous ? ” 

“Not attallj” she assured me. “I’m in love mjrself 
with the pretty little cat. And you ? ” 

“Oh, I’m ^ right. I don’t want to be rude, but I 
shall never feel in the least in sympathy with your cousin.” 

And this was true. From the first moment I had taken 
a dislike to this young woman, who, like myself, was of 
middle-class origin. She saw in me the odious witness, or 
rather the dangerous rival, hunting in the preserves which 
she had reserved for herself, and from which she hoped 
to force her way into society. Her keen grey eyes h^d at 
once recognised in me an acquaintance of whom she*could 
make no use; her plebeian instinct scented an adventurer 
in me. And up to a certain point she was right, for I had 
entered the Baron’s house in the hope of finding a patron 
for my unfortunate drama; unluckily, the relations be¬ 
tween my friends and the stage were non-existent, a mere 
fabrication of my friend from Finland, and, with the 
exception of a few compliments, my play had never been 
mentioned. 

It was also undeniable that there was a marked differ¬ 
ence in the Baron’s manner whenever his charmer was 
present. He was fickle and easily impressed, and evidently 
beginning to regard me with the eyes of the sorceress. 

We had not long to wait; the pair appeared at tlm 
garden gate, merrily talking and laughing. 

The girl was brimming over with fun and merriment; 
she used bad language, a little too freely perhaps, but 
with excellent taste; she uttered double-entend^s witii 
such an appearance* of perfect innocence that ir was im- 
poerible to credit her with the knowledge of the meaning 
of her ambiguous words. She smdked and drank wiUiout 
forgetting for one single moment that she was a woman, 
and, whet is more, a young J|;^an. There was nothmg 
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maseuline about her, nothing emancipatedi nor was she 
in the least prudish. She was certainly amusing^ and 
time passed quickly. ♦ 

But what surprised me most and ought to have been 
a warning to me, was the excessive mirth with which the 
Baroness greeted any doubtful remark which fell from 
the girl’s Ups. Then a wild laugh, a cynical expression 
would flit over her countenance, giving evidence that she 
was deeply versed in the secrets of excess. 

While we were thus amusing ourselves, the Baron’s 
uncle joined our little party. A retired captain, a 
widower of many years’ standing, very chivalrous, of 
pleasing manners, a little daring in his old-fashioned 
courteousness, he was, thanks to his connection with the 
family, the declared favourite of these ladies, whose 
affections he had succeeded in winning. 

He looked upon it as his right to fondle them, kiss their 
hands, pat their cheeks. As he came in, both of them 
fell on his neck with little exclamations of pleasure. 

‘*Take care, my little ones! Two at a time is too 
mucli for an old fellow like me. Take care! You are 
burning yourselves. Quick, down with your hands, or 
I won’t be responsible for anything.” 

The Baroness held her cigarette, poised between her 
lips, towards him. 

A little fire, please, uncle! ’’ 

** Fire! Fire! I’m sorry I can’t oblige you, my child, 
my fire has gone out,” he answered slyly. 

“ Has it ? ” 

She boxed his ears with her finger-tips. The old man 
seized her trm, held it between his hands and felt it up to 
her shoulder. 

** You’re not as thin m you look, my darling,” he said, 
stroking her soft flesh through her sleeve. 

The Baroness did not object.^ The compliment seemed 
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to please her. Playfully, smUingly, she pushed up her 
sleeve, exposing a beautifully-modelled arm, daintily 
rounded abd white as milk. Almost immediately, how¬ 
ever, remembering my presence, she hastily pulled it 
down again; but 1 had seen"a spark of the consuming fire 
which burned in her eyes, an expression which comes into 
the faee of a woman in the transports qf love. 

The burning match which I held between my fingers, 
with the intention of lighting a cigarette, accidentally 
dropped between my coat and waistcoat. 

With a terrified scream, the Baroness rushed at me and 
tried to extinguish the fiame between her fingers., 

“ Fire! Fire I ’’ she shrieked, her cheeks scarlet with 
excitement. 

Losing my self-control, I started back and pressed her 
hand against my breast, as if to smother the smouldering 
fire; then, shamefacedly releasing myself and pretend¬ 
ing that I had escaped a very real danger, T thanked 
the Baroness, who was still unable to control her 
agitation. ^ 

We talked till supper-time. The sun had set, and the 
moon rose behind the cupola of the Observatory, illumin¬ 
ating the apple trees in the orchard. We amused our¬ 
selves by trying to differentiate between the apples sus¬ 
pended from the branches and half-hidden by the leaves, 
which looked sedge-green in the pale moonlight. The 
ordinary blood-red Calville seemed but a yellow spot; the 
greyish Astrachan apple had turned green, the Rennet a 
dark, brownish red, and the otliers had changed colour 
in proportion. The same thing had happened with the 
flowers. • 

The dahlias presented to our eyes unknown tints, the 
stocks shone in the colours of anotiier planet, the hues of 
the Chinese asters were indefinable. 

“There, you see, Baroness,” I said, commentin|| on the 
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phenomenon, *‘how everything in the world is imagin¬ 
ary. Colour does not exist in the abstract; everything 
depends on the nature of the light. Evejpything is 
illusion.” 

“Everything?” she said^^oftly, remaining standing 
before me and gazing at me with eyes magnified by the 
darkness. 

“ Everything, Baroness! ” I lied, confused by this 
living apparition of flesh and blood, which at the moment 
terrified me by its unearthly loveliness. 

'J^he dishevelled golden hair formed a luminous aureole 
round her pale, moonlit face; her exquisitely proportion¬ 
ate figure rose by my side, tall and straight and more 
slender than ever in the striped dress, the colours of which 
had changed to black and white. 

The stocks breathed their voluptuous perfumes, tlie 
crickets chirped in the grass, wet with the falling dew, 
a gentle breeze rustled in the trees, twilight wrapped us 
round with its soft mantle; everything invited to love; 
nothing but the cowardice of respertability kept back the 
avowal which trembled on my lips. 

Suddenly an apple dropped from a wind-shaken bough 
and fell at our feet. The Baroness stooped, picked it up 
and gave it to me, with a significant gesture. 

“ Forbidden fruit! ” I murmured. “ No, thank you.” 
And to efface the impression of this blunder, which 1 had 
committed against my livill, I hastened to improvise a 
satisfactory, explanation of my words, hinting at the par¬ 
simony of the owner. “ What would the owner say if 
he saw me? ” 

“ That you are at least a knight without reproach,” 
she replied disapprovingly, glancing at the shrubbery 
which effectively screened the Baron and her cousin from 
indiscreet observers. 

; Wl^ w'e fose from the supper-table the Baron pro- 
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piMed that wa should adAsmpany “ the dear child home. 
At the front door he offered her his arm, and then turned 
to me. 

**Look after my wife, old man,” he said, ‘‘and prove 
to her that you really are the perfect cavdier I know 
you to be.” His voice was full of tender solicitude. 

I felt ill at ease. As the evening was warm the 
Baroness,, leaning lightly on me, was carrying her scarf 
in her hand, and from her arm, the graceful outline of 
which was plainly perceptible through the thin silk, 
emanated a magnetic current which excited in me an 
extraordinary sensitiveness. 1 imagined that I could 
detect, at the height of my deltoid muscle, the exact spot 
where the sleeve of her under-garment ended. My sensi¬ 
tiveness was intensified to such a degree that I could have 
traced the whole anatomy of that adorable arm. Her 
biceps, the great elevator which plays the principal part 
when two people embrace each other, pressed mine, flesh 
against flesh, in supple rhythms. In walking along, side 
by side, I could distii^uish the curve of her hips through 
the skirts which brushed against my legs. 

“You walk splendidly, you must be a perfect dancer,” 
she said, as if to encourage me to break an embarrassing 
silence. 

And after a few moments, during which she must have 
felt the quivering of my overstrung nerves, she asked, a 
little sarcastically, with the superiority of a woman of the 
world— 

“Are you shivering? ” 

“Yes, Tmcold.” 

“ Then why not put on your overcoat ? ” 

Her voice was soft and velvety, like a caress. 

I put on my coat, a veritable straight jacket, and so 
was better protected against the warmth which flowed 
from her body into mine. 
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The sound of her little keeping time with my 
footsteps, drew our nervous systems so closely together 
that I felt almost as if I were walking on four feet, like 
a quadruped. 

In the course of that fateful walk a pruning occurred of 
the kind which gardeners call “ablactation,’* and which 
is brought about by bringing two boughs into the closest 
proximity. 

From that day I no longer belonged to myself. She 
had inoculated me with her blood; our nerves w'ere in a 
state of high tension; the unborn lives within her yearned 
for the quickening fiat which would call them into exist¬ 
ence ;*iier soul croved for union with my spirit, and my 
spirit longed to pour itself into this delicate vessel. Had 
all this happened to us without our knowledge? Impos¬ 
sible to say. 

Once more back in my room, I determinately faced the 
question of the future. Should 1 flee from danger and 
forget, should I try to make my fortune abroad? The 
idea flashed through my mind to go to Paris, the centre 
of civili^tion. Once tliere, I woiild bury myself in the 
libraries, be lost in the museums. In Paris 1 should 
produce a great work. 

No sooner had I conceived this plan, than I took the 
necessary steps to carry it out. After a month had 
elapsed I was in a position to pay my farewell visits. 

An unexpected incident which happened very oppor¬ 
tunely served as a convenient pretext with which to cloak 
my flight. Selma, my whilom Finnish friend, was having 
her banns published. I was, therefore, so to speak, com¬ 
pelled to seek forgetfulness and healing for my wounded 
heart in distant countries. Anyhow', it was as good an 
excuse as any I could think of. 

My departure was delayed for a few weeks in deference 
to t^ entreaties of my friends, who were dreading the 
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equinoctial gales; I had decided to go by steamer to 
Havre. 

Furthermore, my sister’s wedding was to take place 
early in October, and this necessitated a further post¬ 
ponement of my project. 

During this time I received frequent invitations from 
the Baroness. The cousin had returned to her parents, 
and the three of us generally spent the evenings together. 
The Baron, unconsciously influenced by the strong will of 
his wife, seemed more favourably disposed towards me; 
moreover, my impending departure had reassured him 
completely, and he treated me with his former friendliness. 

One evening the Baroness's mother was entertaining a 
small circle of intimate friends, when the Baroness, 
stretched out listlessly on the sofa, suddenly put her head 
on her mother’s lap and loudly confessed her intense 
admiration for a well-known actor. Did she want to 
torture me, to see the effect which such a confession 
would have on me? I don’t know. But the old lady, 
tenderly stroking her daughter’s hair, looked at me. 

C * 

“If ever you write a novel,” she said, “let me draw' 
your attention to this particular type of passionate 
w'omanhood. It’s an extraordinary type! She’s never 
happy unless she is in love with some one else beside her 
husband.” 

“It’s quite true what mamma says,” agreed the 
Baroness, “and just at present I’m in love with that 
man I He’s irresistible! ” 

“She’s mad,” laughed the Baron, wincing, yet 
anxiously trying to appear unconcerned. 

Passionate womanhood! The words sank into my 
heart, for, jesting apart, tliose words spoken by an old 
woman, and that old woman her own mother, must have 
coDtained more than a grain of truth. 



VI 


My departure, was imminent. On the eve of my 
leaving 1 invited the Baron and his wife to a bachelor’s 
dinner in my attic. To hide the meanness of the furni¬ 
ture, my little home was wearing its Sunday clothes, and 
had the appearance of a sacred’ temple. My damaged 
wicker^ sofa was pushed against the wall between tlie two 
window* recesses, dhe of which was filled by my writing- 
table and the improvised garden, the other by my book¬ 
shelves j an imitation tiger-skin was thrown over it, and 
held in its place by invisible tacks. 

The left was taken up by my large bed-sofa, with its 
gaudy tick cover. Above it, on the side wall, hung a 
vividly-coloured map of the world. On the righb-hand 
side stood my chest of drawers with,its swing glass, both 
in the Empire style and decorated with brass ornaments; 
a wardrobe with a bust of plaster of Paris and a wash- 
stand, for the moment banished behind the window cur¬ 
tains, completed the furniture. The walls, with their 
decorations of framed sketches, made a gay and varied 
show. 

A china chandelier, of the shape which is occasionally 
met with in churches and which I had discovered at an 
antiquary’s, was suspended from the ceiling. The cracks 
were skilfully concealed by a wreath of artificial ivy which 
I had found some little time ago at my Aster’s. Beneath 
the three-armed chandelier stood the dining-table. A 
basket filled with Bengal roses, which glowed red among 
the dark foliage, was placed on the white damask table¬ 
cloth, and. the roses, reaching up to and mingling with 
9 65 
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the drooping ivy shoots, gave the whole the eSect of a 
flower show, l^und the basket which held the roses 
stood an array of wine glasses, red, green and opal, which 
I had bought cheaply, at a sale, for each of them had a 
flaw. The same thing applied to the dinner service: 
plates, salt->ceUars and sugar-bowl of Chinese, Japanese 
and Swedish porcelain. 

1 had but a dozen cold dishes to offer to my friends, 
most of them chosen more with an eye to their decorative 
value than because they were good to eat, for the meal 
was to consist principally of oysters. My landlady had 
good-naturedly lent me the indispensable articles for the 
banquet, an unprecedented event in ihy attic. . At 
last everything was satisfactorily arranged, and 1 could 
not help admiring the setting: these mingled touches 
betrayed on a small scale the inspiration of a poet, the 
research of a scientist, the good taste of an artist. The 
fondness for dainty food, the love of flowers, suggested 
the love of women. If the table had not been laid for 
three, one might haye guessed at an intimate feast for 
two, the first delights of a love-adventure, instead of a 
feast of reconciliation which it actually was. My room 
had not seen a female visitor since that horrible woman 
whose boots had left ineradicable traces on the woodwork 
of my sofa. The looking-glass on the chest of draw'crs 
had reflected no female figure since then. And now a 
woman of blameless life, a mother, a lady of education 
and refinement, W'as coming to consecrate this place which 
had seen so much work, misery and pain. And, I thought 
in a transport, of poetic inspiration, it is indeed a sacred 
festival, since I am prepared to sacrifice my heart, my 
peace, perhaps my life, to ensure the happiness of my 
friends. 

Everything was ready when I heard footsteps on the 
fourth floor landing. I hastily lit the candles, for the 
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last time straightened the basket containing the roses» 
and a moment later my guests, exhausted with having 
climbed four flights of stairs, stood panting before my 
door. 

I opened. The Baroness, dazzled by the lights, clapped 
her hands as if she were admiring a successful stage setting. 

“ Bravo I sh^ exclaimed, “ you are a first-class stage 
manager.” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I occasionally amuse myself with 
play-acting, for the sake of discipline and patience.” 

1 took off her cloak, bade her be welcome, and made her 
sit down on the sofa. But she could not keep still. 
With the curiosit}^ of a woman who has never been in a 
bachelor’s chambers, but has gone straight from her 
father’s house to that of her husband, she began to 
examine the room. She seized my penholder, handled 
my blotter, searched about us if she were determined to 
discover a secret. Strolling to my book-shelves, she 
glanced curiously at the back of the volumes.' In passing 
the looking-glass she stopped for a f^w seconds to arrange 
her hair and push the end of a piece of lace into the open¬ 
ing of her blouse. She examined the furniture, piece by 
piece, and smelt the flowers, all the time uttering little 
cries of delight. 

When she had finished her voyage of discovery round 
my room, she asked me, naively, without any arribre- 
pens^Cf seeking with her eyes a piece of furniture which 
appeared to be missing— 

“But where do you sleep? ” 

** On the sofa.” 

“Oh, how jolly a bachelor’s life must*bc! ” 

And the forgotten dreams of her girlhood awoke in 
her brain. 

“It’s often very dull,” I replied. 

Dull to be one’s own master, have one’s own home. 
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be free from sll supervision / Ob, what would I not givt 
to be independent! Matrimony is abominable! Isn't ft 
BO, darling ? ” She turned towards the Baron, who had 
been listening to her good-naturedly. 

Yes, it is dull,” he agreed, smilingly. 

Dinner was ready and the banquet began. The first 
glass of wine made us feel merry, but^all of a sudden, 
remembering the occasion for our unceremonious meetis^i 
a feeling of sadness mingled with our enjoyment. 
began to talk of the pleasant days we had spent together/ 
In imagination we again passed through all the little'iidb'^n- 
tures of our excursions. And our eyes shone, our Hearts 
beat more quickly, we shook hands and clinked* glasses 
with one another. 

The hours passed rapidly, and we realised with growing 
distress tliat the moment of parting was approaching. At 
a sign from his wife the Baron produced an opal ring from 
his pocket and held it out to me. 

“Here, my dear old fellow,” he said, “take this little 
keepsake as a token jof our gratitude for the friendship 
which you have shown us. May fate give you your heart’s 
desire! This is my sincerest wish, for I love you as a 
brother and respect you as a man of honour! A pleasant 
journey f We will not say * farewell,’ but' to the day of 
our next meeting.’ ” 

As a man of honour? Had he guessed my motive? 
Bead my conscience ? Not at all! . . . For in well-chosen 
words, anxious to explain his little speech, he burst out 
into a string of abuse of poor Selma; he accused her of 
having broken her word, of having sold herself to a man 
who • . . well, 1K> a roan whom she did not love, a man 
who owed his happiness merely to my extraordinary 
decency. 

My extraordinary decency! I felt ashamed, Init, 
carried.away by the sincerity of this simple heart, which 
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judged a little too hastily* perhaps* I suddenly felt very 
unhappy* inconsolably unhappy* and I kept up the lie 
dressed in the outer semblance of truth. 

The Baroness, deceived by my clever acting, misled by - 
my assumed indifference, believed me to be in earnest, and 
with motherly tenderness tried to comfort me. 

** Have done with her I ” she urged; “ forget all about 
her. There are plenty of girls, far better than she is. 
Don’t fret, she’s not worth crying for, since she couldn’t 
even wait for you. Besides, I may tell you now—^I’ve 
heard things about her. ...” 

And with a pleasure which she was quite unable to 
conceal, she proceeded to disgust me still furtlier with my 
supposed idol. 

‘‘Just think,” she exclaimed, “she practically pro¬ 
posed to an officer of good family, and she made herself 
out to be ever so much younger than she is . . . she’s 
nothing but a common flirt, take my word for it.” 

A disapproving gesture from the Baron made her realise 
her mistake; she pressed my hand and apologised, looking 
at me with eyes so wistful and tender that I felt as if I 
should die of grief. The Baron, slightly intoxicated, 
made sentimental speeches, took me into his confidence, 
overwhelmed me with brotherly love, attacked me with 
endless toasts, which seemed to lose themselves in infinity. 
His swollen face beamed benevolently. He looked at me 
with his caressing, melancholy eyes; their glance dissipated 
every shadow of doubt of the sincerity of his friendship 
which I might have entertained. Surely he was nothing 
but a big* good-natured child, of unquestionable integrity; 
and I made a vow to behave honourably towards him* 
even if it should kill me. 

We rose from the table to say good-bye, perhaps for 
ever. Hie Baroness burst out sobbing, and hid her face 
on her husband’s shoulder. 
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** I must be mad,** she exclaimed, ** to be so fond of this 
dear boy that his going away almost breaks my heart I ** 

And with an outburst of affection, at once pure and 
impure, interested and disinterested, passionate and full of 
angelic tenderness, she put her arms round my neck and 
kissed me in her husband’s presence; then she made the 
sign of the cross over me and turned ta go. 

My old charwoman, who was waiting on the threshold, 
wiped her eyes, and we all shed tears. It was a solemn 
moment, never to be forgotten. The sacrifice had been 
made. 

I went to bed at one o’clock in the morning, but I was 
unable to sleep; fear of missing the steamer kept me awake. 
Worn out by the farewell parties which had been following 
one on the top of the other for a week, my nerves unhinged 
from too much drinking, stupid from idleness, overwrought 
by the excitement of the eveningf, I tossed between the 
sheets until the day broke. Knowing that my will-power 
was temporarily enfe^led, and loathing railway journeys, 
because the shaking and jolting is injurious to the spine, 1 
had elected to travel by steamer; moreover, this would 
prevent any attempt on my part to draw back. The boat 
was to start at six o’clock in the morning, and the cab 
called for me at five. I started on my w'ay alone. 

It was a windy October morning, foggy and cold. The 
branches of the trees were covered with hoar frost. When 
I arrived on the North Bridge, I imagined for a second 
that I was the victim of an hallucination : there was the 
Baron, walking in the same direction as my cab. Contrary 
to our agreement,*he had risen early, and had come to see 
me off. Deeply touched by this unexpected proof of 
frienddiip, I felt altogether unworthy of his affection, and 
full of remorse for ever having thought evil of him. 

We arrived at the landing-stage* He accompanied me 
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on board* examined my cabin* introduced himiself to the 
captain, and recommended me to hi$ special attention. He 
behaved like an elder brother, a devoted friend* and we 
said good-bye to each other* deeply moved. 

“ Take care of yourself, old man,” he said. “ You are 
not looking well.” 

1 really felt qpite ill* but 1 pulled myself together until 
the mooring ropes were cast adrift. 

Then a sudden terror of this long and senseless journey 
seized me* a frantic desire to throw myself into the water 
and swim to the shore. But I had not the strength to 
yield to my impulse, and remained standing on deck, un¬ 
decided what to Ao, waving my handkerchief in response 
to my friend's greeting until he disappeared* blotted out 
bv the vessels which rode at anchor in the roads. 

The boat was a heavily loaded cargo steamer, with but 
one cabin on the main deck. I w'ent to my berth* stretched 
myself on the mattress and pulled the blankets over me* 
determined to sleep through the first twenty-four hours* 
so as to prevent any attempt at ^scape on my part. 1 
must have been unconscious for half-an-hour* when I sud¬ 
denly started from my sleep as if I had received an 
electric shock* a very ordinary result of dissipation and 
sleeplessness. 

In a second the whole dreary reality had flashed into 
my mind. I went on deck to exercise my stiff limbs. I 
watched the barren brown shores receding before my eyes, 
the trees stripped of their leaves* the yellowish-grey 
meadows; in the hollows of the rocks snow was already 
lying. The water looked grey with sepia-coloured spots; 
the sky was leaden and full of gloom ; *the dirty deck* the 
uncouth sailors—everything contributed to deepen my 
depression. I felt an imspeakable longing for human 
companionship* but there did not appear to be a single 
passenger—^not one I I climbed on to the bridge to look 
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for the captain. 1 fffimd him a bear of the worst descrip¬ 
tion, absolutely unapproachable. I was a prisoner for 
ten days, solitary, cast away among people without under¬ 
standing, without feeling. It was torture. 

I resumed my walk on deck, up and down, in all direc¬ 
tions, as if my restless movements could increase the speed 
of the boat. My burning brain worked, under high pres¬ 
sure ; a thousand ideas flashed into my ihind in a second; 
the suppressed memories rose, pushing and chasing each 
other. A pain like toothache began to torment me, but 
in my confusion I could neither describe nor locate it. 
The further the steamer advanced into the open sea, the 
greater became the strain. I felt as If the bond which 
bound me to my native country, to my family, to her, was 
tearing asunder. Deserted by everybody, tossing on the 
high seas between heaven and earth, 1 seemed to be losing 
all foothold, and in my loneliness 1 felt afraid of every¬ 
thing and everybody. It was, doubtless, a sign of consti¬ 
tutional weakness, for I remembered that as a boy I had 
cried bitter tears on a pleasure trip, at the sudden thought 
of my mother; I was twelve years old then, but, bodily, 
I was developed far in advance of my years. The reason, 
in my opinion, was tliat I had been born prematurely, or 
perhaps even attempts had been made to suppress life 
before it could properly be said to have come into exist¬ 
ence. Such things happen only too frequently in large 
families. At l&ny rate, I felt sure that this was the cause 
of the despondency which invariably overcame me when 
I was about to make a change in my surroundings. Now, 
in tearing myself away from my familiar environment, I 
was tormented wRh dread of the future, the unknown 
country, the ship’s crew. Impressionable, like every pre¬ 
maturely born child, whose exposed nerves are wfdting for 
the still bleeding skin; defenceless like a crab which, 
having ciM its shell, seeks protection underneath the 
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stones^ and feels every change of tBe sinking barometer, 
1 wandered about, trying to find a soul stronger than mine, 
take hold of a firm hand, feel the warmth of a human 
presence, look into a friendly eye. Like a squirrel in its 
cage, I ran round the upper deck, picturing to myself the 
ten days of suffering which awaited me. I remembered 
that I had only been on board for an hour I A long hour, 
more like a day of agony . . . and not a glimmer of 
hope at the end of this accursed journey 1 I tried to 
reason with myself, and all the time rebelled against 
reason. 

Who compelled me to go ? Who had a right to blame 
me if I returned ?*. . . Nobody I And yet I . . . Shame, 
the fear of making myself a laughing-stock, honour! No! 
No I 1 must abandon all hope. Moreover, the boat would 
not call any^'here on her way to Havre. Forward then, 
and courage! 

But courage depends on strength of body and mind, 
and at the moment I lacked both. Haunted by my 
dreary thoughts, I turned towards the lower deck, for by 
now I knew the upper deck down to its smallest details, 
and the sight of its rails, rigging and tackling bored me 
like a book read until one knows it by heart. On my way 
I almost tumbled over a person seeking shelter from the 
wind behind the cabin. It was an old lady, dressed in 
black, with grey hair and a careworn face. 

She gazed at me attentively, with sympathetic eyes. I 
walked up to her and spoke to her. She answered me in 
French, and we soon became acquainted. 

After the exchange of a few commonplaces, we confided 
to each other the purpose of our jourfiey. She was not 
travelling for pleasure. The widow of a timber-merchant, 
she had been staying with a relative in Stockholm, and 
was now on her way to visit her insane son, confined in a 
lunatic asylum at Havre. 
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Her account was so simple and yet so heartrending that 
it affected me strongly, and probably her' story, impressing 
itself on the cells of my already overwrought brain, led 
up to what followed. 

All of a sudden the lady ceased talking, and, gazing at 
me with a look of dismay, exclaimed sympathetically—' 
Are you ill ? ” 

“I?” 

“Yes, you look ill. You should try and get some 
sleep.” 

“To tell you the truth, I never closed my eyes last 
night, and I am over^tired. I’ve been suffering from 
sleeplessness for some time, and nothing seems to be able 
to procure me the much-needed rest.” 

“ Let me try. Go to bed at once. I will give you a 
draught that will send you to sleep standing.” 

She rose, pushed me gently before her, and forced me 
to go to bed. Then she disappeared for a moment and 
returned with a small flask, containing a sleeping draught. 
She gave me a dose a spoon. 

“Now you are sure to be able to sleep.” 

1 thanked her, and she carefully covered me with the 
blankets. How well she understood what she was about I 
She radiated warmth, that warmth which a baby seeks in 
the arms of its mother. Under the gentle touch of her 
hands I grew calm, and two minutes later unconsciousness 
began to steal over me. 1 seemed to have become an 
infant again. I saw my mother busying herself round my 
bed and caring for me. Gradually her fading features 
mingled and became one with the flnely-cliiselled face of 
the Baroness and*the sympathetic expression of the com¬ 
passionate nurse wbo had just left me. In the care of 
these women, who hovered round my bed, I faded away 
like a paling colour, went out like a candle, lost 
consciousness. 
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When I awoke I did not remember any dream, but a 
fixed idea haunie'd me, as if it had been suggested to me 
during my sleep: I must see the Baroness again, or I shall 
go out of my mind! 

Shivering with cold, I sprang from my bed; the salt¬ 
laden wind, penetrating through every chink and cranny, 
had made it damp. When I stepped out of my cabin the 
sky was pale grey, like iron. On deck the great waves 
washed the tackling, watered the planks and splashed my 
face with foam. 

•» 

I looked at my watch and calculated the distance which 
the steamer must have travelled while I slept. In my 
opinion we w'ere now in the archipelago of Norrkbping; 
all hope of return was therefore dead. Everything was 
strange to me, the scattered islands in the bay, the rugged 
coast, the shape of the cottages dotted along the shore, 
and the cut of the sails on the fishing-smacks. Amid 
these unfamiliar surroundings I felt the first pangs of 
homesickness. A sullen Vrath choked mei^I felt a wild 
despair in finding myself packed an this cargo-boat in 
spite of myself, in deference to a higher power, in the 
imperious name of Honour I 

When my wrath had exhausted itself, my strength had 
come to an end. Leaning against the rail, I let the waves 
lash my burning face, while my eyes greedily devoured 
the coastline, eager to discover a ray of hope. And again 
and again my mind returned to the idea of swimming to 
the shore. 

For a long time I stood gazing at the swiftly-receding 
outlines of the coast* The wind had dropped, and I grew 
calmer, rays of a tranquil happiness illuminated my soul; 
the pressure on my surcharged brain grew less; pictures 
of beautiful summer days, memories of my first youth 
came into my mind, although I was at a loss to understand 
why I shotdd suddenly think of them. The boat was 
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rounding a promontory: the roofs of red houses idith white 
garlands rose above the Scotch firs; A flagstaff became 
visible, the gay patchwork of the gardens, a bridge, a 
chapel, a church steeple, a graveyard. . . . Was it a 
dream P A delusion P 

No, it was the quiet seaside place where 1 had spent 
many summers in my student days. Up there was the 
tiny house where I had passed a night, last spring, with 
her and him, after we had spent the day sailing on the 
sea and wandering through the woods. It was there— 
there—on the top of that hill, under the ash-trees, on the 
balcony, where I had seen her delicate face, illuminated 
by the sunshine of her golden hair, and crowned by the 
little Japanese hat with the blue veil, while her small, 
gloved hand had beckoned me to come to dinner. . . . 
She was there now, I could see her plainly, she was waving 
her handkerchief to me. . . .1 could hear her melodious 
voice . . . but . . . what was happening? The boat 
was slowing down, the engine stopped . . . the pilot 
cutter came to meet qs ... in an instant ... a flash of 
thought—a single, obsessing thought, moved me with 
electric force—with the spring of a tiger I bounded up the 
stairs which led to the bridge—stood before the captain 
—^I shouted— 

“ Have me put ashore at once—or I shall go mad 1 ” 

The captain looked at me sharply, scrutinisingly, and 
without vouchsafing a reply, dismayed as if he had looked 
into the face of an escaped lunatic, he called to the second 
ofiicer and said, imperatively— 

Have this gentleman and his luggage put ashore. He 
is ill.” 

Before five minutes had elapsed, I was on board the 
pilot cutter; they rowed with such vigour that we landed 
in a very short time. 

I possess the remarkable gift of becoming blind mid deaf 
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when it suits me« I was walking along the road leading 
to the hotel withdUt having heard or seen anything hurtful 
to my vanity; neither a glance from the pilots, betraying 
that they guessed my secret, nor a disparaging remark 
from the man who was carrying my luggage. 

Arrived at the hotel, I asked for a room, ordered an 
absinthe, lighted ^ cigar and began to reflect. 

“ Had 1 gone mad ? Was 1 in such imminent peril of 
insanity that an immediate landing had been necessary? ” 

In my present state of mind 1 was incapable of forming 
an opinion, for a madman, according to the verdict of the 
doctors, is not conscious of his mental disorder, and the 
association of his ideas proves notMng against their irregu¬ 
larity. Like a scientist, 1 examined similar occurrences 
which had happened to me before. 

When I was still a boy at college, my nervous excita¬ 
bility, exaggerated by exasperating events, passion, the 
suicida of a friend, distrust of the future, had been in¬ 
creased to such an extent that everything filled me with 
apprehension, even in broad daylight. I was afraid to 
stay in a room by myself; I was haunted by my own 
spectre, and my friends took it in turns to spend the night 
with me, while the candles burned and the fire crackled 
in the stove* 

Another time, in an attack of wild despair, following on 
all sorts of misfortunes, I ran across country, wandered 
through the woods, and at last climbed to the top of a 
pine tree. There 1 sat astride on a branch and made a 
speech to the Scotch firs which spread out their branches 
below me, endeavouring to drown their voices, imagining 
that I was a speaker addressing an assdlmbled crowd. It 
was not so very far from here, on an island where I had 
spent many summers, and the headland of which was 
plainly visible from where 1 stood. 

Remembering that incident, with all its ridiculous 
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details, I could not help admitting to myself that, at any 
rate at tunes, I was subject to mental delusions. 

What was I to do now? Should I communicate with 
my friends before the rumour of my attack had reached 
the town? But the disgrace and shame of having to 
acknowledge that hencefortli 1 was on a level with the 
irresponsible I The thought was unbear/ible. 

Lie, then! Double without being able to throw the 
pursuers off the scent. It went against the grain. Tor¬ 
mented by doubts, hesitating between different plans of 
escape from this maze, 1 longed to run away in order to 
be spared the terrible questions which awaited me. Like 
a wild beast which feels the approach of death, I thought 
of hiding myself in the wood to die. 

With that idea in my mind, I went slowly tlirough the 
narrow streets. I climbed over huge rocks, saturated and 
rendered slippery by the autumnal rains, crossed a stubble 
field, reached the little house where I once had lived. The 
sliutters were tightly closed; the wild vine which covered 
the walls up to the roof was stripped of its leaves, and the 
green lattice-work was plainly visible. As 1 stood again 
upon that sacred spot, sacred to my heart because it had 
seen the first blossoming of our friendship, the sense of 
my loss, which for a time had been forced into the back¬ 
ground, reasserted itself. Leaning against one of the 
supports of the wooden balcony, 1 wept like a forsaken 
child. 

I remembered having read in the Thousand and One 
NigMh that lovers fall ill with unsatisfied longing, and 
that their cure depends entirely on the possession of the 
beloved one. Snatches of Swedish folk-songs came into 
my mind, about young maidens who, in despair of ever 
being united to the object of their affections, waste away, 
and bid their mothers prepare their deathbeds for them. 
I thought of Heine, the old sceptic, who sings of the tribe 
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of the Asra, “who die when they love.” There could 
have been no doubt of the genuineness of my passion, for 
I had gone back to childhood, obsessed by one thought, 
one picture, one single, overpowering sensation, prostrat¬ 
ing me and rendering me unable to do anything but sigh. 

To distract my thoughts, I let my eyes travel over the 
glorious landscape^ spread out at my feet. The thousands 
of islands bristling with Scotch firs, with here and there a 
pine tree, which seemed to swim in the enormous bay, 
gradually decreased in size and transformed themselves 
into reefs, cliffs and sandbanks, until tlie Imge archipelago 
terminated at the grey-green line of the Baltic, w'here the 
breakers dashed against the steep bulwarks of the remotest 
cliffs. 

The shadows of the drifting clouds fell in coloured 
stripes on the surface of the water, passing from dark 
brown through all the shades of bottle-green and Prussian 
blue to the snowy white of the crested waves. Behind a 
fortress, situated on a steep cliff, rose a column of black 
smoke, ascending without a break from an invisible chim¬ 
ney, to be blown down again by the wind on to the foaming 
waves. All of a sudden the dark hull of the cargo-boat 
which I had just left came into view. The sight wrung my 
heart, for the steamer seemed like a witness of my disgrace. 
Like a shying horse, 1 bolted and fied into the wood. 

Underneath the pointed ardics of the Scotch firs, 
through the needles of which the wind whistled, my 
anguish increased. Here w'e had been walking together 
when the spring sunshine lay on tlie tender green, ‘^en 
the Scotch firs put fortli their purple blossoms, which 
exhale a perfume like that of tlie wild strawberry; when 
the juniper scattered its yellow pollen into the wind; when 
the anemones pushed their white heads through the dead 
leaves under the haasel bushes. Her little feet had pressed 
the soft, brown moss, spread out like a rug, while with a 
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silvery voice dhe had sung her Finnish songs* Guided 
by the clear light of remembrance, 1 found again the two 
gigantic trees, grown together in an unending embrace; 
the two trunks were bending to the violent gusts of the 
wind, and rubbed against each oilier with a grating noise. 
From here she had taken a little footpath to gather a 
water-lily which grew in a swamp. 

With the zeal of a setter I tried to discover the trace 
of her pretty foot, the imprint of which, however light, 
I felt sure 1 could not miss. With bent shoulders and 
eyes glued to the ground, 1 searched the path without 
finding anything. The ground was covered with the foot¬ 
prints of the deer, and I might just^as well have tried 
to follow the trail of a wood nymph, than discover the 
spot which the dainty shoe of the adored woman had 
trod. Nothing but mud-holes, refuse, fungi, toadstools, 
puff-balls, decaying and decayed, and the broken stalks of 
flowers. Arrived at the edge of the sw'amp, which was 
filled with black water, 1 found a certain fleeting comfort 
in the thought that it had once reflected the sweetest face 
in all the world. In vain I looked for the spot where the 
water lilies grew; it w^as covered up by dead leaves, blown 
down by the wind from the birch trees. 

I retraced my footsteps and plunged into the heart of 
the forest; the soughing of the wind in the branches deep¬ 
ened with the growing size of the trees. In the very depth 
of despair I sobbed aloud, the tears raining down my 
cheeks; like a wild stag I trampled on the fungi and toad¬ 
stools, tore up the young plants, dashed myself against the 
trees. What did I want? I didn’t know myself. My 
pulses throbbed, (an inexpressible longing to see her again 
came over me. She, whom I loved too deeply for desire, 
had taken possession of my soul. And now that every¬ 
thing was at an end, I longed to die, for life without her 
was impossible. 
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But, with the cunning of a madman, 1 decided to get 
some satisfaction *out of my death bgr contracting pneu¬ 
monia, or a similar fatal disease; for in that case, 1 argued, 
1 should have to be in bed for some time; 1 could see her 
again and could kiss her hand in saying good-bye for ever. 

Comforted by this sudden thought, I turned my steps 
towards the coast; it was not difficult to find it, I had but 
to be guided by the roar of the breakers, which led me 
across the wood. 

The coast was precipitous and the water deep, every¬ 
thing as it should be. With careful attention, which 
betrayed nothing of my sinister purpose, I undressed 
myself; I hid my clothes in a plantation of alder trees and 
pushed my watch into a hole in the rock. The wind was 
cold; at this time of the year, in October, the temperature 
of the water could be but a very few degrees above freezing- 
point. I took a run over the rocks and threw myself 
headlong into the water, aiming at a cleft between two 
gigantic waves. I felt as if 1 had fallen into red-hot lava. 
But I rose quickly to the surface, dragging up with me 
pieces of seaweed which 1 had glimpsed at the bottom, 
and the tiny vesicles of which were scratching my legs. I 
swam out into the open sea, breasting the huge waves, 
greeted by the laughter of the sea gulls and the cawing of 
the crows. When my strength began to fail, I turned and 
swam back to the cliff. 

Now the moment of greatest importance had arrived. 
According to all instructions given to bathers, the real 
danger consists in remaining too long out of the water in 
a state of nudity. I sat down on the rock which was most 
fully exposed to the wind, and allowed the October gale to 
lash my bare back. My muscles, my chest immediately 
contracted, as if the instinct of self-preservation woidd 
protect the vital organs at any price. But I was unable 
to remain on the same spot, and, seizing the branch of an 
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alder tree, l^limbed to its top. The tree swayed with 
the convulfflve, un|pntrollsble movemeats of my muscles. 
Ill this way I succeeded in remaining in the same plaioe for 
some time. The icy air scorched my skin like a red-hot 
iron. 

At last I was convinced that 1 had attained my end, and / 
hastily dressed myself. ^ " 

In the meantime night had fallen. Vv'hen 1 re-entered 
the wood it was quite dark. Terror seized me; I knocked 
my head against the lower branches of the trees, and was 
obliged to feel my way along. Suddenly, under the influ¬ 
ence of my frantic fear, my senses became so acute that I 
could tell the variety of the trees which surrounded me by 
the rustling of their branches. What depth there was in 
the bass of the Scotch firs, with tlieir firm and closely-set 
needles, forming, as it were, gigantic guitars; the tall and 
more pliable stems of the pines gave a higher note; their 
sibilant fife resembled the hissing of a thousand snakes; 
the dry rustling of the branches of the birch trees recalled 
to me memories of my childhood, with its mingled griefs 
and pleasures; the rustling of the dead leaves clinging to 
the branches of the oaks sounded like the rustling of paper; 
the muttering of the juni|)ers was almost like the whisper¬ 
ing voices of women, telling each other secrets. The gale 
tore off the branch of an alder tree, and it crashed to the 
ground with a hollow thud. 1 could have distinguished 
a pine cone from the cone of a Scotch fir by the 
sound it made in falling; my sense of smell detected the 
proximity of a mushroom, and the nerves of my large 
toe seemed to feel whether it trod on soil, clubmoss qr 
maidenhair. • 

Guided by tlie acuteness of my sensations, 1 came to the 
enobmire of the graveyard, and walked up the wooden 
I Mt a momentary pleasure in the loiio^ ^f the 
weeping willow lashing the tombstones whi<^ ^y over- 
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hui^. At hkst^ stiff wi€h cold, shaking ^ every unex¬ 
pected noise, 1 peached the village walked past the 
houses, which shone feebly in the dark, to the hotel. 

As socm as I had arrived in my room 1 sent off a telegram 
to the Baron, informing him of my silSden illness and 
enforced landing. Then I drew up for him a full state¬ 
ment 49 f my mental condition, mentioning my former 
attacks, and asking him to keep the matter quiet. I gave 
him to understand that my illness was caused by the 
conduct of my unfaithful love, whose publicly announced 
engagement had robbed me of alkhope. 

I went to bed exhausted, certain of having contracted 
a fatal fever. Then I rang for the servant and asked her 
to send for a doctor. On her reply that no doctor was 
available, I begged her to send for a clergyman, so that 
I could make my last wishes known to him. 

And from that moment 1 was prepared to die or go out 
of my mind. 

The clergyman appeared almost immediately. He was 
a man of about thirty, and looked like a farm labourer in 
Sunday clothes. Red-haired and freckled, with a half- 
vacant Icmk in his eyes, he did not inspire me with sym¬ 
pathy ; for a long time 1 could find no words, for I did not 
know what to say to this man, who possessed neither 
education, the wisdom of age, nor a knowledge of the 
human heart. 

He remained standing in the centre of the room, self- 
conscious, like a provincial in the presence of the inhabitant 
of a large city, until 1 motioned him to take a chair. 

Then he began his cross-examination. 

“ You have sent for me, sir? You afe in trouble? ” 

“ Yes.” 

” There is no happiness but in Jesus.” 

Although 1 was hankering after quite another sdrt of 
happiness, I did not contradict him, and the evangelist 
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rambled on, uninterruptedly, immotonouatjr, verbo’sely. 

Tbe old tenets of tube catechism lulled ipe §^tly to sleeps 
and the presence of a human betog* ^tering* into 
relationship wito my soul gave me new strength. 

But the preacher, suddenly doubting sincerity, inter¬ 
rupted his discourse with a quHtion— 

“ Do you hold the true faith ? ” , i# 

“ No,” I replied, “ but go on speaking, your words are 
doing me good. ...” And he returned to his work. 

The monotonous sound of his voice, the radiations from 
his eyes, the warmth which emanated :^om his body, 
affected me like a magnetic fluid. In half-an-hour’s time 
I was fast asleep. * 

When I awoke, the mesmerist had gone; the servant 
brought me a sleeping-draught, with strict injunctions 
from the chemist to be careful, as the bottle contained 
sufficient poison to kill a man. Needless to say, as soon 
as she had turned her back, I drank the whole contents 
of the flask at a gulp. Then, firmly determined to die, 

I buried myself undi^ the blankets, and sleep was not long 
in coming. 

When I opened my eyes on the following morning I was 
not in the least surprised to find my room flooded by the 
rays of a brilliant sun, for my sleep had been visited by 
bright and rosy dreams. 

“I dream, therefore I exist,” I said to myself. -I fdit 
my body all over, so as to discern the height of the fever, 
or the presence of any signs of pneumonia. But, in spite 
of my Arm resolution to bring about a crisis, my cmidiliaii 
was fairly normal. My brain, although a little stupefied, 
functioned easily, no longer under the high pressure of tJie 
previous day, and twelve hours’ sleep had fully restored 
thej^f^^r which, thanks to bodily exercises of all descrip- 
ticHisi, practised since my early youth, 1 usually en^pyed, 
... A telegram was handed to me. My Mends were 
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iatormog me tflfat thc^ would arrive bj thp two o’cloc 

boat. 

I)hrAs overwhelmed with shame. What was I to sayi 
What attitude sfas I to adopt? ... I selected. . . . 

My reawakened manhe^ rebelled against humiliating 
resolutions; after a hasty review of the circumstances, 1 
decided* to remaift at the hotel until I had completely 
recovered, and continue my journey by the next steamer. 
In this way honour would be saved, and the visit from my 
friends would be but one more leave-taking—^the very lastT 

When I remembered what had occurred on the previous 
day, I hated myself. That I, the strong-minded, the 
sceptic, should have committed such absurdities! And 
that clergyman’s visit! How was 1 to explain that ? It 
was true, I had only sent for him in his official capacity, 
and, as far as I was concerned, he had but acted as a 
hypnotist! But to outsiders it was bound to look like a 
conversion. Monstrous confessions would very likely be 
hinted at, a criminal’s last avowal of his crim4 on his death¬ 
bed. What a pretty topic for the villagers who stood in 
close communication witii the town! What a treat for 


the porters! 

A trip abroad, undertaken at once, was the only way out 
of this unbearable situation. Like a castaway, I spent the 
morning in walking up and down before the verandah, 
watching the barometer, studying the time-tables. Time 
passed fairly rapidly. The steamer appeared at the mouth 
of the estuary before I had made up my mind whether to 
walk to the landing-stage or remain at the hotel. As I 
had no desire to be stared at by an inquisitive crowd, I at 
last went to ray room. 

A few minutes later I heard the voice of the Baroness: 


she was making inquiries of the landlady about my health. 
I went out to meet her, and she almost kissed me before 
the eyes of all the by-standers. With a heart full to over- 
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flowing, she deplored my illness, which slje regarded as the 
result of overwork, and advised me to return to^town, and 
put off my journey until the spring. 

She was beautiful to-day. In her closely-fitting fur 
coat, with its long and supple hairs, she looked like a 
llama. The sea breezes had brought the blood to her 
cheeks, and in her eyes, magnified by the excitement of 
her visit, I could read an expression of infinite tenderness, 
{n vain I begged her not to alarm herself on my account, 
and assured her that I had almost fully recovered. She 
found that I looked like a corpse, declared me unfit for 
work, and treated me like a child. And how sweetly she 
played the part of a mother! The tone of her voice was 
a caress; she playfully used terms of endearment; she 
wrapped her shawl round me; at table she spread my 
dinner-napkin over my knees, poured out some wine for 
me, looked after me in every way. I wondered why she 
did not thus devote herself to her child rather than to the 
man who was all the time striving to hide his passion, 
which threatened to defy all control. 

In this disguise of the sick child, it seemed to me that 
I was like the wolf who, after having devoured the grand¬ 
mother, lies down on her bed waiting for Little Red 
Riding-hood, that he may devour her also, 

I blushed before this unsophisticated and sincere hus¬ 
band, who overwhelmed me with kindness, asked for no 
explanations. And yet I was not at fault. I obstinately 
hardened my heart, and received all the attentions which 
the Baroness showered on me with an almost insulting 
indifference. . 

At dessert, when the time for the return journey had 
comet the Baron proposed that I should return with them. 
He ijjlfered me a room in his house which, he said, was wait¬ 
ing to receive me. I am glad to say that my answer was 
a .decided refusal. Terrified of this dangerous playing 
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with 1 was firm in my decision. I would stay^ere for 
a week tajecov^r'entirel^, and then return to town to my 
old attic. 

In spite of all their objections, I persisted. Strange; 
as soon as I pulled myself together and made a determined 
stand, the Baroness became almost hostile to me. The 
more I vacillated and humoured her whims, the fonder she 
seemed of me, the more she praised my wisdom, my 
amiability. She swayed and bewildered me, but as soon 
as 1 opposed her seriously, she turned her back on me and 
treated me with dislike, almost with rudeness. 

While w'e were discussing the Baron’s proposal to live 
under one roof, she drew a glowing picture of such an 
arrangement, dwelling on the pleasantness of being able 
to see one another at any time without a previous 
invitation. 

“But, my dear Baroness,” I objected, “what would 
people say if you were to receive a bachelor into your 
young manage ? ” 

“ What does it matter what peof^c say? 

“But your mother, your aunt? Moreover, my man’s 
pride rebels against a measure which is only permissible 

in the case of a minor.” 

^1. * — 

“ Bother your man’s pride I Do you think it manly to 
perish without opening your lips ? ” 

“Yes, it behoves a man to be strong.” 

She grew angry, and refused to admit that a man’s case 
differed from that of a woman. Her woman’s logic 
confused my brain. I turned to the Baron, whose answer¬ 
ing smile showed plainly what a small opinion he had of 
female brain-power. * 

About siic o’clock the steamer weighed anchor and bore 
my friends away. I returned to the hotel alone. ^ 

It was a splendid evening. The sun had set m an 
orange-coloured sky, white stripes were lying on the deep 
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bbie wat^, a coppery moon vas #8ing behind the Scotch 

firs. * 

I was sitting at a table in'lhe dining-room, lost in 
thought, now mournful, now serene, iind did not notice 
the landlady until she stood close by me. 

**The lady who*s Just left is yOtr sister, isn’t she? ” 
she asked. • 

**Not at all.” 

“ Isn’t she ? How strangely you resemble one another! 
I should have sworn that you are brother and sister.” 

I was not in the mood to continue such a conversation, 
but it left me in a ferment of thoughts. 

Had my constant intercourse with tHh Baroness affected 
the expression of her features ? Or had the expression of 
her fa^ influenced mine during this six months’ union of 
our souls? Had the instinctive desire to please one 
another at any pric*e been the cause of an unconscious 
selection of gestures and expressions, suppressing the less 
pleasing in favour of the more seductive ? It was not at 
all unthinkable that^a blending of our souls had taken 
place, and that we no longer belonged to ourselves. 
Destiny, or rather instinct, had played its fateful, inevit¬ 
able part; the ball had been set rolling, overthrowing and 
destroying everything that barred its way : honour, reason, 
happiness, loyalty, wisdom, virtue! 

. . . And this guilelessness to propose to receive under 
her roof an ardent young man, a man of the age when the 
passions are so strong that control is often almost impos¬ 
sible ! Was she vicious, or had love obscured her reason? 
Vicious! No, a thousand times no! I appreciated her 
candid ways, her l^aiety, her sincerity, her motherly ten¬ 
derness. That she was eccentric, that her mind was badly 
balanced, she had herself acknowledged in speaking of her 
fault#—but vicious? No! Even the little tricks which 
she occasionally resorted to jn order to cheer me up were 
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much more the trickji'Bf a mature woman who amuses 
hersel^y teasing and bewildering a timid youth, and then 
laughs at his confusion, than those of a coquette whose 
object it is to a man’s passions. 

But I must exorcise the demon, and continue to mislead 
my friends. I sat down the writing-table and wrote a 
letter on the hackneyed subject of my unhappy love affair. 
I added two impassioned poems entitled “ To Her ”— 
poems which could be understood in two ways. It was 
open to the Baroness to be annoyed. 

Letter and poems remained unanswered; perhaps the 
trick had grown tljreadbare, perhaps the subject was no 
longer found interesting. 

The calm and tranquil days which followed hastened my 
recovery. The surrounding landscape seemed to have 
adopted the favourite colours of the adored woman. The 
wood, in which I had spent hours of purgatory, now smiled 
on me. Never in my morning rambles did I find as much 
as the shadow even of a painful memory lurking in its deep 
recesses, where I had fought with all the demons of the 
human heart. Her visit, and the certainty that 1 should 
see her again, had given me back life and reason. 



VII 


Knowing from experience that nobody who returns 
unexpectedly is quite welcome, it was not without a feeling 
of constraint, not without misgivings, that I called on 
the Baroness as soon as I was back in town. 

In the front garden everything proclaimed the winter; 
the trees were bare, the garden seats had been removed; 
there were gaps in the fence where the gates had been; the 
wind was playing with the witliered leaves on the paths; 
the cellar holes were stuffed with straw. 

I found it difficult to breathe in the close atmosphere 
of the drawing-room, healc*d by a tiled stove. Fixed to 
the walls, the stoves had tlie appearance of slieets 
suspended from the ceiling, large and white. The double¬ 
windows hung in theit hinges, every chink was pasted over 
with paper; the space belw'een the inner and outer win¬ 
dows was 'filled with snow-wdiite cotton wool, giving the 
large room the appearance of a death-chamber. In 
imagination I endeavoured to strip it of its semi-fashion¬ 
able funiiture, and recall its former aspect of rough 
homeliness. In those days the walls had been bare, the 
floor plain deal; the memory of the black dining-table, 
which could boast of no cover and with its eight legs 
resembled a huge spider, called up the severe faces of my 
father and stepmother. 

The Baroness received me cordially, but her melancholy 
face betrayed grief. Both uncle and fatlier-in-law were 
there, playing cards with the Baron in an adjoining room. 
I shook hands with the players, and ohen returned with 

the Baroness into the drawing-room. She sat down 
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in an arm-^hair underneath the lamp and took up 
some crochet work. Taciturn, morose, not at ail 
pretty, she left the conversation entirely to me, and 
since she made no^ replies, it soon degenerated into 
a monologue. 

I watched her from my chimney corner as she sat with 
drooping head, 4.iending over her work. Profoundly 
mysterious, lost in thought, she seemed at times oblivious 
of my presence. I wondered whether I had called at an 
inconvenient time, or whether my return to town had 
really created the unfavourable impression which 1 had 
half anticipated. All at once my eyes, travelling round 
the room, were arrested by a display of her ankles under¬ 
neath the tablecloth. I beheld her finely-shaped calf, 
clothed in a white stocking; a gaily embroidered garter 
belted that charming muscle which turns a man's brain 
because it stimulates his imagination and tempts him to 
the construction of the whole of the remaining form. 
Her arched foot with its high instep W'as dressed in a 
Cinderella’s slipper. « 

At the time I took it for an accident, but later on I 
learned that a woman is always conscious of being looked 
at when she exhibits more than her ankles. Fascinated 
by the sight I changed the conversation, and aptly turned 
it on the subject of my supposed love affair. 

She drew herself up, turned towards me, and glanced 
at me sharply. 

**You can at least pride yourself on being a faithful 
lover! ” 

My eyes remained riveted on the spot underneath the 
tablecloth, where the siiow'y stocking *shone below the 
cherry-coloured libbon. With an effort I pulled myself 
together; we looked at each other; her pupils shone large 
in the lamplight. 

“ Unfortunately I can * ” I replied dryly. 
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The sound of the falling cards and the exclamattons 
of the players accompanied this brief passage of arms. 

A painful silence ensued. She resumed her crochet 
work, and with a quick movement allowed the skirts to 
drop over her ankles. The spell was broken. My eyes 
were gazing at a listless woman, badly dressed. Before 
another quarter of an hour had gone by I took my leave^ 
pretending that I did not feel well. 

As sOon as I arrived in my attic I brought out my 
play, which I had resolved to re-write. Hard work would 
help me to get over this hopeless love, otherwise bound 
to end in a crime from which inclination, instinct, 
cowardice and education made me sKrink. And once 
more I decided to break off these fatal relations. 

An unexpected incident came to my assistance: two 
days later the cataloguing of a library, belonging to a 
collector who lived at some distance from the town, was 
offered to me. 

And thus I came to pitch my tent in a spacious room, 
lined with books up the ceiling, of an old manor house 
dating from the seventeenth century. Sitting there, I 
could let my imagination travel through all the epochs of 
-my country’s history. The whole Swedish literature was 
represented, from the old prints of the, iSfteenth century 
to the latest publications. I gave myself up to my work, 
eager to find forgetfulness—and 1 succeeded. A week 
had elapsed and I had never once missed my friends. On 
Saturday, the day on which the Baroness generally was 
/^at home,” an orderly brought me an invitation from 
fl^e Baron, full of friendly rebuke for having away 
from them for sb long. I was half-pleased, half-sorry 
to find myself able to send an amiable refusal in reply, 
regvetiuig that my time was no longer my own. 

When a second week had gone by another orderly, in 
loll dress, bri^g^t me another communication; this time 
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it from the Baroness. It was a rather curt request 
to call and see hkt husband) who, she said, was laid up 
with a cold. She begged me to let them have news of 
me. It was impossible to make further excuses, and so 
I went. 

The Baroness did not look well, and the slightly indis¬ 
posed Baron seemed bored. He was in bed, and I was 
asked to go and see him. The sight of this Holy of 
Holies, which I had been spared up to now, excited my 
instinctive repugnance; this sharing of a common room by 
a married couple, this perpetual presence of a witness on 
the thousand occasions which demand privacy, revolted 
me. The large bdd which the Baron occupied, brazenly 
proclaimed the intimacies of their union; the heap of 
pillows, piled up by the side of the sick man, boldly 
marked the wife’s place. The dressing-table, the wash- 
stands, the towels, everything struck me as being unclean 
and I had to make myself blind to overcome my disgust. 

After a few words at the foot end of'the bed, the 
Baroness invited me to take a gla^s of liqueur in the 
drawing-room, and, as if she had divined them, she gave 
expression to my thoughts as soon as we were alone. In 
short, disjointed sentences she poured out her heart to me. 

“ Isn’t it wretched ? ” 

“What?” 

“ You know what I mean. ... A woman’s existence : 
without an object in life, without a future, without 
occupation. It’s killing met” 

^*But your child, Baroness I It will soon be time to 
begin her education. . . . And she may have brothers 
and sisters. ...” 

**I will have no more children! Am I in the world 
for the sole purpose of being a nurse ? ” 

**Not a nurse, but a mother in the highest meaning 
of Uie word, equal to her task.” 


4R-. ^ 
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Mother or housekeeper! Thank you I One can hire 
a housekeeper! It’s easier. And then? How am I to 
occupy ni 3 r 8 elf ? I have two maids, excellent substitutes. 
No! I want to live. . . 

“Go on the stage? ” 

“ Yes I ” 

** But lhat’s out of the question I ” , 

**I know that only too well I And it irritates me, 
r'makes me stupid . . . kills met 

** What about a literary career ? It’s not in such bad 
repute as the stage! ” 

‘^The dramatic art is, in my opinion, the highest of 
cdl arts. Come what may, I shall ndver cease to regret 
the fact that I have missed my vocation. And what have 
I got in exchange? ... A disappointment I ” 

The Baron called to us, and we returned to his bedside. 

“ What was she talking about? ” he asked me. 

“ We were talking about the theatre,” I replied. 

” She’s crazy! ” 

“Not as crazy as^you think,” retorted the Baroness, 
and left the room, slamming the door. 

“She doesn’t sleep at night,” began the husband, 
growing confidential. 

“No?” 

“ She plays the piano, she lies on the sofa, or, rather, 
she chooses the hours of the night to do her accounts. 
For heaven’s sake, my dear young sage, tell me what I’m 
to do to put an end to this madness 1 ” 

“ Perhaps if she had a large family? ” 1 ventured. 

He pulled a face, then he tried to look unconcerned. 

“She was ver) ill after her first baby was born . . . 
and the doctor has warned her . . . and moreover, 
childrmi cost so much. . . . You understand? ” 

X understood, and 1 took care not to refer again to'^e 
sublect. I was too young at the time to know that it is 
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the patient who orders the doctor what to prescribe 
for her. • 

Presently the Baroness returned with her little girl, and 
began to put her to bed in her small iron cot. But the 
little one refused to be undressed, and began to scream. 
After a few futile attempts to calm her, her mother 
threatened her with the rod. 

I cannot bear to see a child being punished without 
losing my temper. I remember on one such occasion, 
raising my hand against my own father. 1 allowed my 
anger to get the better of me, and interfered. 

** Allow me,” I said . . . but do you think that a child 
cries without a reason ? ” 

“ She’s naughty.” 

“ Then there’s some cause for it. Perhaps she’s sleepy, 
and our presence and the lamplight irritate her.” 

She agreed, taken aback, and, perhaps, conscious that 
her shrewish conduct had produced an unfavourable 
impression on me. 

This glimpse of her home life cured me for some ^eeks 
of my love, and I must confess thal the scene with the 
rod had contributed more than anything else to my 
disillusion. 

The autumn dragged on monotonously and Christmas 
drew near. The arrival of a newly-married couple from 
Finland, friends of the Baroness, brought a little more 
life in our relationship, which had lost much of its charm. 
Thanks to the Baroness, I received numerous invitations, 
and presented myself in evening dress at suppers, dinners 
and occasionally even at a dance. ^ 

While moving in this, her world, which in my opinion 
lacked dignity, I could not help noticing that the Baroness, 
under cover of an exaggerated candour, paid a great deal 
of^ttention to the young men, watching me furtively all 
the while, however, to see the effect of her conduct on me. 
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Irritated and disgusted by her brazen flirtations, which 1 
considered bad form, I responded by a callous indifference* 
It hurt me that the woman whom 1 adored riiould behave 
like a vulgar coquette. 

She always seemed to be enjoying herself immensely, 
and prolonged the parties till the small hours of the morn¬ 
ing; I became more and more convinced that riie was 
discontented and bored with her home hfe; that her long¬ 
ing for an artistic career was dictated by a petty vanity, 
a desire to be seen and enjoy herself. Vivacious, full of 
exuberant spirits, of a restless disposition, she possessed 
the art to shine; she was always the centre of a crowd, 
more in consequence of a certain gift to attract people 
than because of her natural charms. Her great vitality, 
her nervous excitability, compelled the most refractory to 
listen to her, to pay homage to her. And 1 also notic^ 
that as soon as her nervous force was exhausted, the spell 
was broken, and she was left sitting alone and unnoticed 
in a quiet corner. Ambitious, yearning for power, 
perhaps heartless, she took care that the men paid her 
■every attention; the society of women had no attraction 
for her. 

Doubtless, she had made up her mind to see me at her 
feet, doting, vanquished, sighing. One day, after an 
evening of triumph, she told one of her friends that I was 
head over ears in love with her. When I called at her 
friend *8 house a short time afterw'ards, I stupidly 
remarked that I had hoped to meet the Baroness* 

“ Oh, indeed! ” laughed the lady of the house, “ you 
haven’t come to see me then 1 How unkind of you I ” 

*<Well, I haven’t. To tell you the truth, I’m here 
by appointment.” 

“ A tryst, then I ” 

“ You may call it so, if you like 1 Anyhow, you’ll Jgive 
me credit for having put in a prompt appearance 1 ” 
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The meeting had indeed been arranged by the Baroness. 
I had but carried out her instructions in calling. She 
had given me away to save her own skin. 

I paid her out by spoiling a number of parties for her, 
for my absence robbed her of the enjoyment which she 
drew from the contemplation of my sufferings. But I 
had to pay a hefvy penalty I Watching the houses to 
which I knew her to be invited, I plunged the dagger into 
my heart, trembling with jealous rage whenever I saw 
her, in the arms of a partner, gliding past the windows 
in her blue silk dress, with her'sunny curls rising and 
falling in the quick movements of the dance, with her 
charming figure, oil the tiniest feet in the world. 



VIII 


We had navigated the cape of the New Year and 
spring was approaching. We had spent the winter in gay 
festivities,' in intimate companionship, the three of us. 
But it had all been very dreary: we had quarrelled and 
become reconciled, fought battles and made armistices, 
teased one another and become the best of friends, again. 
I had stayed away and had come back. 

Now March w'as near, a fateful month in the countries 
of the north, because passion becomes all-powerful and 
the destinies of lovers are fulfilled: vows are broken, the 
ties of honour, of family, of friendship are set aside. 

The Baron was on duty early in the month, and invited 
me to spend a day with him at the guard-house. I 
accepted his invitation. A son of the people, a descendant 
, of the middle-classes, cannot but be impressed by the 
insignia of the highest power in the land. At the side of 
my friend 1 W'alked along the passage, continually saluted 
by passing officers; I listened to the rattling of th& swords; 
the “Who goes there? “ of the sentinels, the beating of 
the drums. We arrived at the guard-room. The mili¬ 
tary decorations of the room stirred my imagination; the 
portraits of the great generals filled me with reverence; 
the colours taken at Liitzen and Leipzic, the new flags, 
the bust of the reigning king, the helmets, the resplendent 
breast-pieces, the plans of battles, all these roused in me 
that feeling of mieasiness which the lower classes feel in 
contemplating the symbols of the ruling powers. And in 
his impressive surroundings the personality of the captain 
became more imposing; I kept close to his side in case any 
unpleasantness should arise. 
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As we entered a lieutenant rose and saluted, standing, 
and 1, too, felt iftyself the superior of these lieutenants, 
the sworn foes of tiie sons of the people, and the authors’ 
rivals in the favour of the ladies. 

A soldier brought us a bowl of punch, and we lighted 
our cigars. The Baron, anxious to amuse me, showed 
me the Golden Book of the regiment, an artistic col¬ 
lection of sketches, water paintings and drawings, all of 
them representing distinguished officers, who had during 
the last twenty years belonged to the Royal Guards; 
portraits of the men who had be§n the envy and admira¬ 
tion of my school friends, whom they had aped in their 
boyish games. It fickled my middle-class instincts to see 
all those favourites of fortune caricatured in tliis book, 
and counting on the applause of the democratic Baron, 
f indulged in little sallies at the expense of those disarmed 
rivals. But the boundary-line of the Baron's democratic 
sympathies differed from mine, and lie resented my sallies; 
the spirit of caste pi'evailed : he turned the leaves more 
quickly, and did not stop until he camp to a large drawing ^ 
representing the insurrection of 1868. 

*‘Look at tliis! ” he said, with a sarcastic smile, **how 
we charged into that mob! ” 

“ Did you take part in it ? 

“Didn’t II I was on duty that day, and my orders 
were to protect the stand opposite the monument w'hich 
the mob was attacking. A stone hit my helmet. I was 
serving out the cartridges, w'hen a royal messenger on 
horseback arrived and stopped my little band from firing. 
But I remained proof-butt and target for the stones 
tJirown by the crowd, ’rhal’s all I ever got for my 
democratic sympathies.” 

And after a pause he continued, still laughing and 
tiding to catch my eye— 

” You remember the occasion? ” 
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Perfectly,” 1 said; ** I was walking in the procesnon 
of the students.” But I did not mentTon the fact that I 
was one of that special mob on which he had been so 
anxious to fire. My sense of justice had been outraged 
because that particular stand had been reserved for a 
favoured few and denied to the people on a public festival. 
I had-been on the side of the attacking party, and had 
not forgotten the stones which 1 had flung at the soldiers. 

The moment I heard him pronounce the word mob ” 
with aristocratic disdain, I remembered and understood 
my feeling of discomfort in entering the enemy’s fortress, 
and the sudden change which had come over my friend’s 
features at my sarcasms depressed me. The hatred of 
^ace, the hatred of caste, tradition, rose between us like 
an insurmountable barrier, and as 1 regarded him sitting 
there, the sword between his knees—sword of honour, 
the hilt of which was ornamented with the name and crown 
of the royal giver—1 felt strongly that our friendship was 
but an artificial one, the work of a woman, who constituted 
.. the only link betwesn us. The haughty tone of his voice, 
the expression of his face, seemed more and more in 
harmony with his surroundings and took him further and 
further away from me. To bridge over the gulf which 
separated us, 1 changed the conversation and inquired 
after his wife and little daughter. Instantly his brow 
cleared, his features relaxed and resumed their normal 
expression of good^nature. Seeing him look at me with 
the benevolent eyes of the ogre caressing Tom Thumb, I 
made bold to pull three hairs out of the ogre’s beard. 

Cousin Matilda is expected at Easter, isn’t slie f ” 
1 asked. 

“She is.” 

“1 shall make love to her.” 

He emptied his glass. “You can try,” he sneered, 
with a murderous scowl. 
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** Try ? Is possible that her affections are otherwise 
engaged ? •* * 

** Not * . . that I know of 1 But ... I think I may 
say that. . . . Well, you can try I ” 

And with a tone of deepest conviction— 

“ You may be sure to get your money’s worth I ” 

This sneering •remark was an insult, and roused my 
desire to defy him. If 1 made love to that other woman, 
it might not only save me from my criminal passion, but 
it would also give satisfaction to the Baroness, whose 
legitimate feelings had been outraged. 

It had grown di^k. 1 rose to go home. The captain 
accompanied me past the sentinels. We shook hands at 
the barrier gate, which he slammed after me as if h% 
wanted to challenge me. 

Spring had come. The snow had melted, the streets 
were free from ice. Half-starved children were selling 
little bunches of liverwort in the streets. The windows of 
the flower-shops glowed with azaleas, rhododendron and 
other early blossoms; golden oranges gleamed in the 
greengrocers’ shops; lobsters, radishes and cauliflower 
appeared on the costers’ barrows. Under the North 
Bridge the waves reflected the rays of the sun. On the 
quays the steamers were being newly rigged and painted in 
sea-green and scarlet. The men who had grown weak in 
the winter darkness, recovered in the sunlight. Woe to 
the weakling when love gives free play to the long- 
restrained passions! 

The pretty little she-devil had arrived, and was staying 
with the Baroness. 

I paid her a great deal of attention. She had apparently 
been informed of my designs, and consequently she amused 
herself with me. We had been playing a duet, and she 
was leaning against my left arm with her right shoulder. 
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The Baroness noticed it and winced. The Baron glared 
at me with jealous rage. At one moment he was jealous 
of his Wife, at the next he accused me of flirting with 
the cousin. Whenever he left his wife, to whisper in a 
corner to Matilda, and I started a conversation with the 
Baroness, he lost his temper and internipted our con¬ 
versation with an irrelevant question.* I answered him 
with a earcastic smile, and sometimes I took no notice 
whatever of him. 

One evening we were all having supper in the strictest 
family circle. The mother of the Baroness was present. 
She had grown fond of me, and ,with the prevision 
frequently met with in old women, suspected that some- 
.ihing was going on behind the scenes. 

Following an impulse of motherly love, dreading some 
unknown danger, she seized my hands, and holding me 
with her eyes said gravely— 

“ I’m sure that you’re a man of honour. I don’t know 
what’s going on in this house. But promise me that you 
will watch over my daughter, my only child, and if ever 
anything should happen . . . which must not happen, 
promfte that j'ou will come to me and tell me everything.” 

“I promise,” I answered, and kissed her hand in the 
Russian fashion, for she had been married to a Russian 
for many years and had been left a widow not very 
long ago. 

And I shall keep my promise! 

We were dancing on the edge of a crater. The 
Baroness had grown pale, emaciated, plain. The Baron 
was jealous, rude and insolent. If I stayed away for a 
day or two*^e sent for me, received me .with open arms 
and tried to explain everything by a misunderstanding, 
while in reality we understood each other only too well. 

The Lord knows what was going on in this house! 

One evening the charming Matilda had retired into her 
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bedroom to try on a ball dress, llie Baron quietly 
disappeared sood after, leaving me alone with his wife. 
After half-an-hour had gone by, I asked what had become 
of her husband ? 

“He^s pla 3 dng lady’s maid to Matilda," she replied. 

I understood. Presently, evidently regretting her 
words, she added— 

“There’s no harm in it; they’re relations. One 
shouldn’t be too ready to think evil! ’’ 

Then she changed her tone. 

“ Are you jealous ? ” 

“ Are you? ” 

“ Perhaps I shall be by and by.” 

“ God grant that you will be soon! It’s the wish of^a 
true friend.” 

The Baron returned, and with him the girl, dressed in 
a pale green evening dress, cut very low. 

I pretended to be dazzled by her appearance, and 
screening my eyes wiih both my hands, exclaimed— 

“Don’t you know that it’s dangerous to look at you? ” 
“Isn’t she lovely?” asked the Baroness in a strange 
voice. * 

After a short time the couple withdrew, and for the 
second time we w'ere left by ourselves. 

“ Why are you so unkind to me these days? ” she asked, 
with tears in her voice, gazing at me wistfully, with the 
eyes of an ill-treated dog. 

“!?...! had no idea that . . .” 

“You’ve changed towards me; I wonder w’hy. . . . 
If I’m to blame in any way. . . 

She pushed her chair closer to mine,* looked at me with 
luminous eyes, trembled and ... I jumped up. 

“ The Baron’s absence is really extraordinary, don’t you 
think so? This confidence on his part is insulting! ” 

“ What d’you mean? ” 
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not right of him to leave bis wife alone with a 
young man and shut himself up with a girl. ...” 

“You’re right, it’s an insult to me« . . , But your 
mafinersi . . 

“Never mind my manners! It’s hateful! I shall 
despise you if you won’t be more jealous of your dignity. 

. . . What are those two doing ? ” • 

“ He’s interested in Matilda’s ball dress! ” she 
answered, with an innocent face and a fleeting smOe. 
“ What do you want me to do ? ” 

“A man doesn’t assist a woman at her toilet unless 
there are certain relations between them.” 

“Site is a child, he says, and loots upon him as a 
father.” 

“ I should never allow any children to play * papa and 
mamma,’ much less grown-up people.’* 

The Baroness rose, went out of the room and returned 
with her husband. 

We spent the rest of the evening in making experi¬ 
ments with animal magnetism. 1 made a few passes over 
her forehead, and she acknowledged that it calmed her 
nerve% But all of a sudden, just as she was going into a 
trance, she shook herself, started to her feet, and looked 
at me with troubled eyes. 

“ Let me go! ” she exclaimed; “ 1 won’t! You are 
bewitdiing me! ” 

“It’s your turn now to try your magnetic powers,” I 
said, and I submitted to the same treatment to which 
1 had sulqected her. 

I sat with half-closed eyes; there was deep aOence on 
the other side of the piano; my glances strayed to the legs 
and the lyre-shaped pedal of the instrument and . • « 

1 thought I must be dreaming, and sprang up (ram my 
chair. At the same moment the Baron appeared from 
behind the piano and offered me a glass of punch. 
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Hie four of us raised our glasses* The Baron looked 
at his wife— 

** Drink to your reconciliation with Matilda,” he 
pleaded. 

” Your health, little witch! ” exclaimed the Baroness 
with a smile, and turning to me she added— 

“ I must tell yon we quarrelled about you I ” 

For a moment I did not know how to reply. Then I 
asked her to explain her words. 

”No, no! no explanation!” answered a chorus of 
voices. 

“That's a pity,” I replied; “in my opinion T^e^ve 
been playing ‘ hide-and-seek ' far too long.” * 

The rest of the evening passed amid general constraint. 

“ Well, I don't care! ” I muttered on my way home, 
searching my conscience. 

What was the meaning of all this? Was it nothing 
but the innocent whim of a fantastic mind ? Two women 
quarrelling over a man! They must be jealous, then. 
Was the Baroness mad that she gave herself away in such 
a manner? 1 did not think so. I felt sure there was 
something else at the bottom of it. 

“What is going on in this house? ” I asked myself, 
brooding over the strange scene which had startled me in 
the evening, the very improbability of which made me 
hesitate to believe that I had seen an 3 rthing really wrong. 

This senseless jealousy, the apprehension of the old 
mother, the love of the Baroness, stimulated by the spring 
air, all this confused my mind, seethed and fermented in 
my brain, and after spending a sleepless night, I decided 
for a second lime not to see her again, and so prevent the 
threatening calamity* 

With this intention I arose in the morning and wrote 
her a sensible, candid and humble letter; in carefully 
chosen language I prot^ded against an excessive abuse of 
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friend^ip; Ormly, without any explanation, I asked tor 
forgiveness of my sins,^ blamed myself for having caused 
ill-feeling between relatives, and goodness knows what else 
I said! 

The result was that I met the Baroness, as if by accident, 
on leaving the library at my usual time. She stopped me 
on the North Bridge, and we walked together through 
one of the avenues leading to Charles XII Square. 
Almost with tears in her eyes she entreated me to come 
back, not to ask for explanations, but just to be one of 
them again as in the old days. 

She was charming this morning. ,But I loved her too 
dearly to compromise her. 

“Leave me! You are ruining your reputation,” I 
said, watching the passers-by, whose curious glances 
embarrassed us. “ Go home at once, or I shall leave you 
standing here I ” 

She looked at me with eyes so full of misery that I 
longed to kneel down before her, kiss her feet and ask 
her forgiveness. • 

But instead 1 turned my back on her and hastily dis¬ 
appeared down a side street. 

After dinner I went home to my attic, glowing with 
the satisfaction of a duty done, but with a broken heart. 
Her eyes haunted me. 

A short rest ga%e me back my determination. I rose 
and looked at the almanac which hung on the wall. It 
was the thirteenth of March, “Beware the Ides of 
March! ” These famous words, which Shakespeare 
quotes in his Julius Cossar, sounded in my ears as the 
servant entered, bringing me a note from the Baron. 

In it he begged me to spend a lonely evening with him, 
saying that Ms wife was not well and that Matilda was 
going piit. 

I had'not the nerve to refuse, and so I went. 
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The Baroness^ ,more dead than alive, met me in the 
drawing-room, pressed my hancV'against her heart and 
thanked me warmly for having resolved not to rob her 
of a friend, a brother, for the sake of a mere nothing, a 
misunderstanding. 

“ I really think she’s going out of her mind,” laughed 
the Baron, releasing me from her hands. 

I am mad, I know, mad with joy that our friend has 
come back to us after he had decided to leave us for ever.” 

And she burst into tears. 

“She’s been suffering a great deal,” explained her 
husband, disconcerlied by this scene. 

And, indeed, she looked as if she were in a high fever. 
A sombre fire burned in her eyes, which seemed to take 
up half of the little face; her cheeks were of a greenish 
pallor. The sight of her hurt me. Her frail body was 
shaken by fits of coughing. 

Her uncle and father-in-law arrived unexpectedly. 
The fuel in the great stove was replenished, and we sat 
down before the fire, without lighting^ the lamps, to enjoy 
the cosy hour of the gathering twilight. 

She took a seat by ray side, while the three men began 
to talk politics. 

I saw her eyes shine through the dusk, I felt the warmth 
which radiated from her body. 

Her skirts brushed against me, she leaned over to say 
something meant for me alone, and attacked me with a 
whispered question— 

“Do you believe in love? ” 

“No!” 

My “ no ” struck her like a blow', for I had at the same 
time jumped up and changed my seat. 

She must be mad, I thought; and afraid of a scene 1 
suggested that we should have the lamps lighted. 

During supper uncle and father-in-law discussed cousin 
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MMdii to their heart’s content, praising her domesticity, 
her skill in needlework. The Baron, who had drnnk 
several glasses of punch, burst out into extravagant 
eulogies and deplored, with alcoholic tears, the unkind 
treatment to which the “ dear child ” was subjected at 
home. But when apparently in the very depth of sympa¬ 
thetic sorrow, he suddenly pulled crtit his watch and 
prepared to leave us, as if called away by the stem voice 
of duty. 

“You must excuse me, gentlemen,” he said, “but I 
have promised Baby to meet her and see her home. Don’t 
let me disturb you, I shall be back in hour.” 

The old Baron, his father, vainly tried to detain him; 
hk artful son insisted on keeping his word and slipped 
away, after having extracted a promise from me to await 
his return. 

We remained at table for another quarter of an hour 
and then went into the drawing-room; the two old 
gentlemen soon left us and retired to the uncle’s room, 
which the nephew«had fitted up for him a little while 
ago. 

I cursed fate for having caught me in a trap which I 
had done my utmost to avoid. I steeled my throbbing 
heart; proudly, as a cock raises his comb, I raised my 
head; my hair bristled like the hair of a sheep dog, and I 
determined to cmsh at the outset any attempt to create 
a tearful or amorous scene. 

Leaning against the stove I smoked my cigar, silent, 
c<dd and stiff, awaiting events. 

The Baroness was the first to speak. 

“ Why do you hate me? ” 

“ I don’t hate you.” 

“ Remember how you treated me only this morning! ” 

“Please, don’t speak of itl ” 

The unaccustomed rudeness of my replies, fbr which 
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ttoe was no adequate reason, was a strategical eitor. 
She saw through me and changed her tactics. 

** You wanted to run away from me,” she continued. 

“ Shall 1 tell you why I suddenly went to Mariafred ? ” 

“ Probably for the same reason for which I decided to 
go to Paris.” 

*^Then . . . itts clear,” she said. 

And now? ” 

1 expected a scene. But she remained calm and 
regarded me mouriifully. I had to break the silence 
which was fraught with more danger than any words could 
possibly contain. ^ 

“Now that you know my secret,” I said, “let me give 
you a w'ord of warning. If you want me to come hffc 
occasionally, you mustn’t ever lose your head. My love 
for you is of such an exalted nature, that I could live 
contentedly at your side, without any other wish but to 
see you. If you should ever forget your duty, if you 
should betray by as much as a look the secret which lies 
locked in our hearts, then 1 shall cqnfess everything to 
your husband, come what will! ” 

Carried away by my words, full of enthusiasm, she 
raised her eyes to heaven. 

“I swear it to you! . . . How strong and good you 
are! . . . How 1 admire you! Oh! but I’m ashamed! 

I should like to surpass your honesty . . . shall I tell 
Gustav everything ? ” 

“ If you like . . . but then we shall never meet again. 
After all, it’s not his business. The feelings which 
animate my heart are not criminal; and even if he knew 
everything, would it be in his power to kill my love? 
No! That I love the woman of my choice is my own 
affair as long as my passion does not infringe the rights 
of another. However, do as you please. I am prepared 
for anything! ” 
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^No, AO! He must know nothing; and since he per¬ 
mits himself every licence—• 

There I don’t agree with you! The cases are not 
identical. If he chooses to degrade^ himself, so much the 
worse for him. But that’s no reason why-r” 

“No, no! ...” 

The ecstasy was over. We had conie back to earth. 

“No! No!” I repeated. “And don’t you agree 
that it’s beautiful, new, almost unique—^to love, to tell 
one another of it. . . . Nothing else! 

“It’s as beautiful as a romance,” she cried, clapping 
her hands like a child. 

“ But it doesn’t generally happen idee that in fiction! ” 

“ And how good it is to remain honest! ” 

The only thing to do! ” 

“ And w^e shall always meet as before, without 
fear-” 

“ And without reproach-” 

“And without misunderstandings! And you are sure 
that Matilda is nothing-” 

“Oh! hush I” 

The door opened. How commonplace! The two old 
gentlemen crossed the drawing-room carrying a dark 
lantern. 

“Notice how life is a medley of petty troubles and 
divine moments I ” I said to her; “ notice how reality 
differs from fiction. Could 1 dare to draw a scene like 
this in a novel or a drama without being accused of being 
humdrum? Just think—a confession of love without 
kisses, genuflexions or protestations, terminated by the 
appearance of ti^o old men throwing the light of a dark 
lantern on the lovers! And yet therein lies the secret of 
Shakespeare’s greatness, who shows us Julius Cesar in 
dressintg-gown and slippers, starting from his sleep at 
night, frightened by childish dreams.” 
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J!be bell rang. The Baron and pretty Matilda were 
returning home. As he had a guilty conscience, he over¬ 
whelmed us with amiability. And 1, eager to show 
myself in my new part, told him a barefaced lie. 

** Fve been quarrelling with the Baroness for the last 
hour I ” 

He gave us a scrutinising look, full of vindictiveness, 
and scenting the air like a hound, seemed to catch the 
wrong scent. 



IX 


What unparalleled guilelessness i1» argues to believe 
that there could be love without passion 1 There was 
danger even in the secret which existed between us. It 
was like a child conceived in secrecy, it grr.w and strove to 
see the light. 

Our longing to meet and compare notes increased; we 
yearned to live again through the last year in which we 
Ijad been trying to deceive one another. We resorted to 
all kinds of trickery. I introduced the Baroness to my 
sister, who, having married the head-master of a school, 
a man with an old, aristocratic name, in a way belonged 
to her set. 

We often met by appointment; our meetings were 
harmless to begin ^wiih, but after a while passion sprang 
up and desire awoke. 

In the first days following our mutual confession, she 
gave me a packet of letters, written partly before, partly 
after the thirteenth of March. These letters, into which 
she had poured all her sorrow, all her love, had never 
been intended to reach me. 


Monday^ 

** My deab Fribm), 

**I am longing to see you, to-day as always. I 
want to thank ^ou for listening to me yesterday without 
that sarcastic smile with which it is now your rule to 
regard me I 1 turn to you trustfully, at a moment wfami 
I am in dire need of your friendship, an#you cover your 
face with a mask. Why ? Is it necessary that you should 

* V « Al 
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^lisgiUBe your feelings? You have yourself admitted in 
one of your letter^ that it is a mask. I hope it is, I can 
see it is, and yet it hurts me, for it makes me think 
that 1 have committed a fault of some sort . . . and I 
wonder: What is he thinking of me ? 

1 am jealous of your friendship; 1 am afraid that some 
day you might despise me. Tell me that it will never hap¬ 
pen I You must be good and loyal to me. You must forget 
that I am a woman—don’t I only too often forget it myself! 

“ I was not angry with you for what you said yesterday, 
but it surprised and pained me. * Do you really believe 
me capable of wantii^ to excite my husband’s jealousy for 
the sake of taking a mean revenge ? Think of the danger 
to which I should expose myself if I attempted to win him 
back through jealousy! What should I gain? His 
anger would fall upon your head, and we should for ever 
be separated! And what would become of me without 
you, who are dearer to me than life! 

love you with a sister’s tenderness, Aot with the 
whims of a coquette. ... It is true that I have known 
moments when 1 longed, when it would have been heaven, 
to take your head into my hands, to look deep into your 
dear eyes, so full of wisdom; and 1 am sure I should have 
kissed you on your forehead, but ne\er in your life would 
you have received a purer kiss. 

I am not responsible for my affectionate temperament, 
and if you were a woman, 1 should love you just as much, 
provided that I could respect a woman as highly as I 
respect you. . . . 

** Your opinion of IViatilda makes me very happy. One 
has to be a woman to be pleased about such a thing. 
But what am I to do? Think of my position in case 
everybody sided with her t And I am to blame for what¬ 
ever happens/'*'! encouraged this flirtation because I 
considered it no more serious than a child’s game. Feel- 
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ing sure of l^s affection, I allowed my husband perfect,., 
liberty. The consequences have proved my error. ...” 

“ Wednesday, 

'*He is in love with her and has told me so. Thi 
matter has surpassed all limits, and I have laughed at it. 

. , . Think : after seeing you to the door, he came back 
to me, took my hands, looked into my face—I trembled, 
for my conscience was not clear—and said entreatingly: 

* Don’t be angry ^ith me, Marie! I love Matilda!’ 
What was I to do? Should I cry or laugh? And he 
confessed this to me, to me w'ho am tormented by 
remorse, forced to love you from afar, hopelessly! Oh, 
these stupid ideas of honour! How senseless they are! 
Let him indulge his passion I You are my dear love, and 
my w'oman’s heart shall never get the better of me and 
make me forget my duties as a w'ife and mother. But 
. . . notice the conflicting double nature of my feelings 
. . . I love you both, and I could never live without him, 
the brave, honest *friend of my heart . . . nor without 
you either.” 


Friday. 

” At last you have lifted the veil which for so long has 
hidden tiie secret of iny heart. And you don’t despise 
me! Merciful God! You even love me. You have 
spoken the words which you had determined to leave for 
ever unspoken. You love me! And I am a guilty 
woman, a criminal, because I love you in return. May 
God forgive me! For I love him too, and could not bear 
the thought of leaving him. 

**How strange it is! ... To be loved! Loved 
tenderly! By him and by you! 1 feel so happy, so 
calm, that my love cannot possibly be a crime! ^rcly 
I ifliould f^l remorse if it were—or am I ao hardened ? 
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How ashamed I am of myself I It was I who had to 
speak the hrst word of love. My husband isThere, he puts 
his arms round me, and I let him kiss me. Am 1 sincere? 
Yes I Why did he not take care of me while there was 
yet time? 

“The whole is like a novel. What will be the end? 
Will the heroine die? Will the hero marry another? 
Will they be separated ? And will the end be satisfactory 
from a moral point of view ? 

“ If I were with you at tliis moment, I should kiss your 
brow with the same devotion with whicli the devotee kisses 
the crucifix, and 1 ^ould put from me all baseness, all 
artificiality. ...” 

Was this liypocrisy, or did I deceive myself? Were 
they nothing but passion, these semi-religious ecstasies? 
No, not passion only. The desire of propagation has 
become more complicated, and even with the lower animals 
moral characteristics are transmitted through sexual love.' 
Therefore love affects both body and soul, and one is 
nothing without the otlier. If it were but passion, why 
should she prefer a delicate, nervous, sickly youth to a 
giant like him? If it were only the love of the soul, 
why this longing to kiss me, why this admiration for my 
small feet, my w'ell-shaped hands and nails, my intellectual 
forehead, my abundant hair? Or were those hallucina¬ 
tions caused by tlie intoxication of her senses, excited by 
her husband’s excesses ? Or did she feel instinctively that 
an ardent youth like me w'ould make her far more happy 
than the inert mass which she called her husband? She 
was no longer jealous of his body, therefore she had ceased 
looking upon him in the light of a lover. But she was 
jealous of my person, and therefore she was in love with 
met . . • 

One day, when visiting my sister, the Baroness was 
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seised with dp attack of hysterics. She threw herself tm 
the sofa and burst into tears, iaiariatedt with the disgrace¬ 
ful conduct of her husband, who was spending the evening 
with Matilda at a regimental ball. 

In a passionate outburst she threw her arms round me 
and kissed me on the forehead. I returned kiss for kiss. 
She called me by endearing names. * 

The b<»Ld between us was growing stronger and my 
passion was increasing. 

In the course of the evening 1 recited Longfellow’s 
** Ekcelsior ” to her. Genuinely touched by this beauti¬ 
ful poem, 1 fixed my eyes on her,t and as if she were 
hypnotised, her face reflected every shade of feeling 
expressed on my own. She had the appearance of an 
ecstatic, of a seer. 

After supper her maid called for her with a cab to take 
her home. I meant to come no further with her than 
|}Q street, but she insisted on my getting into the cab, 

(d in spite of my protestations she ordered her maid to 
sit on the box, by the side of the driver. As soon as 1 
was alone with her I took her in my arms, silently, with¬ 
out a word. I felt her delicate body thrill and yield 
under my kisses. But 1 shrank from crime—and left her 
at her door, unhurt, ashamed of herself and, perhaps, 
also a little angry. 

I no longer had any doubts now; I saw clearly. She 
was trying to tempt me. It was she who had given the 
first kiss, she who had taken the initiative in everything. 
From this moment / was going to play the part of the 
tempter, for, although a man of firm principles on the 
point of honour, I was by no means a Jos^h. 

On the fottowing day we met at the National Museum. 

How I adored her as 1 saw her comuig up the marble 
stiurcase, under the gilded ceiling, as 1 watched her little 
feet tripping over the flags oi variegated stucco, her 
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arutoerftdc figure clothed^ in a black costume, 

trimmed with mililarj braid. I hurried to meet her and, 
like a page, bent my knees before her. Her beauty, 
which had blossomed under my kisses, was striking. The 
rich blood in her veins shone through her transparent 
cheeks: this statue, almost the statue of an old maid, had 
quickened under ihy caresses, and grown warm at the fire 
of life. Pygmalion had breathed on the marble and held 
a goddess in his arms. 

We sat down before a statue of Psyche, acquired in the 
Thirty Years* War. I kissed her cheeks, her eyes, her 
lips, and she received my kisses with a rapturous smile. 

I played the tempter, employing all the sophisms of the 
orator, all the arts of the poet. 

entreat you,” I said, “leave your polluted house; 
don’t consent any longer to live this life of three—or 
you’ll force me to despise you. Return to your mother, 
devote yourself to art; in a year you will be able to appear 
before the footlights. Then you will be frcfe to live yo^ 
own life.” • 

She added fuel to the fire; I became more and more 
incensed and warmed to my subject. I deluged her with 
a flood of words, the object of which was to extract a 
promise from her to tell her husband everything, for 
then, 1 argued, we should no longer be responsible for 
the consequences. 

“ But supposing things end badly for us ? ” she 
interposed. 

“Even if we should lose everything! I could no 
longer love you if I could no longer respect both of us. 
Are you a coward ? Do you crave the reward and refuse 
to bring the sacrifice ^ ^ as noble as you are beautifol, 
dare the fatal leap, even at the risk of perishing! Let 
everything be lost save our honour 1 If we go on like 
this, we shall both be guilty in a very short time, for my 
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love is like lightning, whicH'Will strOcQ you I I*rove you 
as the sun loves the dew—^to drink it. Therefore, quick 
to the scaffold I Sacrifice your head so that you may keep 
your hands clean! Don*t imagine that I could ever 
debase myself and be content to share you with a third, 
never, never I 

She feigned resistance, but in reality she threw a grain 
of powder into the open flames. She complained of her 
husband and hinted at things, the very thought of which 
made my blood boil. 

He, the numskull, poor as myself, without prospects, 
indulged in the luxury of two mistresWs, while I, the man 
of talent, the aristocrat of the future, sighed and writhed 
under the torture of my unsatisfied longings. 

But all of a sudden she veered round and tried to calm 
my excited nerves by reminding me of our agreement to 
be brother and sister. 

“No, not that dangerous game of brother and sister 1 
I^et us be man and woman, lover and beloved! This 
alone is worthy ot* ourselves! I adore you! I adore 
everything belonging to you, body and soul, your golden 
hair and your straightforwardness, the smallest feet that 
ever wore shoes in Sweden, your candour, your eyes which 
shine in the dusk, your bewitching smile, your white 
stocking and your cherry-coloured garter. . . .^’ 
“What?” 


“Yes, my lovely princess, I have seen everything! 
And now I want to kiss your throat and the dimples on 
your shoulders; I will smother you with my kisses, strangle 
you between m}! arms as with a necklet. My love for 3 frou 
fills roe with the strength of a god. Did you think me 
delicate? I was an imaginary invalid, or, rather, 1 pre¬ 
tended to be ill 1 Beware of the sick lion! Don’t o(Hne 
near has den or he will kill you with his caWsses 1 Down 
with the dishonest mask! I want you and 1 will have 
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you 1 4-’ve wanted you hqm the first moment I set eyes 
on you I The sihry of Selma, the Finlander, is nothing 
but a fairy tale . . . the friendship of our dear Baron a 
lie . . . he loathes me, the man of the middle-classes, 
the provincial, the dSclassS, as I loathe him, the 
aristocrat I ” 

This avalanched of revelations excited her very little, 
for it told her nothing new: she had been aware of it 
without my avowal. 

And we separated with the firm resolution not to meet 
again until she had told her husSand everything. 

I spent the evening at home, anxious and uneasy, wait¬ 
ing for telegrams from the seat of war. To distract my 
thoughts, I emptied a sack containing old books and 
papers on tlie floor, and sat down among this litter to 
examine and classify it. But I found it impossible to 
concentrate my thoughts on my task; I stretched myself 
out at full length, resting the back of my head on my 
hands and, my eyes fixed with a h 3 ^notic stare on the 
candles burning in the old chandelier, I lost myself in a 
reverie. 1 was longing for her kisses, and thinking out 
plans of making her iny own. As she was .sensitive and 
strange, I felt that the utmost delicacy would be neces¬ 
sary, that I must allow matters to arrange themselves; 
that a single clumsy movement would spoil everything. 

I lighted a cigarette and imagined that I was lying in 
a meadow; it amused me to view my little room from 
below. Everything seemed new to me. The sofa, the 
witness of many pleasant hours, brought me back to my 
dreams of love, which, however, were quickly paralysed 
by the fear that happiness would be wrecked on the rocks 
of my uncompromising principles. 

Analysing the thought which had checked my ardour, 

I discovered in it a great deal of cowardice, fear of the 
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consequenoeSf a little sympathy with the man who stood 
in danger of being betrayed, a littld disgust witii tiie 
unclean pdl*ineil; a little genuine respect for the woman 
whom I could not bear to see degrading herself; a little 
pity with the daughter, a mere nothing of compassion with 
the mother of my beloved, in case of a scandal; and <}uite 
in the badtground of my miserable heart a vague presend-- 
ment of the difficulty I should find later on, if ever I 
should wish to sever our connection. 

“No,” I said to myself, “all or nothing I She must 
be mine alone, and for ever! ” 

While I was thus musing, there came a gentle tapping 
at my door, and almost simultaneously a lovdy head 
appeared in the opening, flooding my attic with sunshine, 
and with its roguish smile drawing me away from my 
papers into the arms of my beloved. After a hailstorm 
of kisses on her lips, which were fresh with the cold 
outside, I asked— 

“ Well, what has he decided to do? ” 

“ Nothing I I hf venH told him yet! ” 

“ Hien you are lost I Flee, unhappy woman f ” 

And keeping Arm hold of her, I took off her close- 
fitting fur coat, removed her beaded hat and drew her to 
the fire. Then she found words. 

“ I hadn’t the courage. ... I wanted to see you oiu% 
again before the catastrophe, for God knows, he may 
decide to divorce me. . . .” 

I closed her lips with mine, pushed a little table to her 
seat and brought from my cupboard a bottle of good wine 
and two glasses. By the side of them I set a basket with 
roses and two lighted candles, arranging everything in the 
manner of an altar. For a footstool I gave her a priceless 
old edition of Hans Sachs, bound in calf, famished with 
gold lories and ornamented with a portrait of Luthtf. I 
had borrowed the book from the Royal Library. 
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I poured out some wine« I gathered a rose and fastened 
it in the golden thicket of her hair. My lips touched the 
glass raised to drink to her health, to our love. 1 knelt 
down before her and worshipped her. 

“ How beautiful you are I ” 

For the first time she saw me as a lover. She was 
delighted. She tbok my head between her hands, kissed 
it and smoothed with her fingers the tangled strains of 
my unruly hair. 

Her beauty filled me with respect. I looked at her 
with veneration, as one looks at the statue of a saint. 
She was enchanted ft) see me without the hated mask; my 
words intoxicated her, and she was filled with delirious 
joy when she found that my love for her was at once 
tender, respectful and full of ardour. 

I kissed her shoes, blackening my lips; I embraced her 
knees without touching the hem of her dress; I loved 
her just as she was, fully dressed, chaste as an angel, 
as if she had been born clothed, with wings outside her 
dress. • 

Suddenly the tears came into my eyes, I could not have 
said why. 

“Are you crying?” she asked. “What is the 
matter ? ” 

“ I don’t know. I’m too happy, that’s all.” 

“ You, capable of tears I You, the man of iron! ” 

“ Alas I I know tears only too well 1 ” 

Being a woman of experience, she imagined that she 
possessed the secret remedy for my secret sorrow. 

She rose from the sofa and pretended to he interested 
in the papers scattered about on tlie floor. 

** You seemed to be stretched out on the grass when 1 
came in,” she said, smiling archly. “ What fun to make 
Kay in the middle of the winter 1 ” 

She sat down on a pile of papers; 1 threw myself down 
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beside her« Another hailstorm of kisses, the goddess 
stooped towards me, ready to surrend^. 

Gradually I drew her closer to me, holding her captive 
with my lips, so as not to give her time to break the spdU 
my eyes had cast over her, and free herself. We sat on 
the grass ” like lovers, yielding to our passion like fully 
dressed angels, and rose up content, happy, without 
remorse, like angels who have not fallen. 

Love is inventive I We had sinned without sinning, 
yielded without surrendering. How precious is the love 
of a woman of experience I She is merciful to the young 
apprentice; she finds her pleasure* in giving, not in 
receiving. . . « 

Suddenly she recovered her senses, remembered the 
claims of reality and prepared to go. 

“ IJnlil to-morrow, thenl ” 

“ Until to-morrow I ” 



X 


He had been told everything, and she called herself 
guilty, for he had wept. He had wept scalding tears! 
Was it simplicity or artfulness on his part? Doubtless 
botli. Love and delusion are inseparable, and it is difficult 
to know ourselves as we really are. 

But he was not angry with us, and did not insist on 
separating us, on condition that we should respect his 
good name. 

‘‘ He is more noble and generous than we are,” she said 
in her letter, ‘‘and he still loves both of us.” 

What a milksop I He consented to receive in his house 
a man who had kissed his wife; he believed us to be sexless, 
able lo live side by side, like brother and sister. 

It was an insult to my manhood henceforth he had 
ceased to exist for me. 

1 stayed at home, a prey to the bitterest disappointment. 
I had tasted the apple, and it had been snatched from me. 
My imperious love had repented; she was suffering from 
remorse; she overwhelmed me with reproaches—she, the 
temptress! A fiendish idea flashed through my mind. 
Had I been too reserved ? Did she want to break with me 
because 1 had been too timid ? Since the thought of the 
crime from which I shrank had not seemed to disturb her, 
her passion must be strongbr than mine* . . . But come 
back to me once more, my love, and I will teach you 
better. 

At ten o’clock I received a letter from the Baron, in 
which he said that his wife was seriouslv ill. 

My reply was a request to be left m peace. I have 
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been long enough the cause of unpleasontneerbetween you» 
forget me, as I will forget you.” * ^ 

Towards noon a second letter arrived: 

Let us once more revive our old friendship. I have 
always respected you, and, in spite of 3 rour error, 1 am 
convinced that you have behaved like a man of honour. 
L^us bury the past. Come back to* me as a brother, 
and the matter will be forgotten.” 

The pathetic simplicity, the perfect confidence of the 
man touched me; in my reply X mentioned my misgivings, 
and begged him not to play with fire, but leave me in 
future unmolested. ^ 

At three o’clock in the afternoon I received a last com¬ 
munication : the Baroness was djdng; the doctor had Just 
left her; she had asked for me. The Baron entreated me 
not to refuse her request, and I went. Poor me! 

I entered. The room smelt of chloroform. The Baron 
received me with great agitation and tears in his eyes. 

** What’s the matter? ” I asked, with the calmness of a 
doctor. • 

“I don’t know. But she has been at death’s door.” 

And the doctor, what did he say ? ” 

” He shook his head and said it was not a case for him.” 
” Has he given her a prescription ? ” 

«No.” 

He took me into the dining-room, which had been trans¬ 
formed into a sick-room. She was lying on a couch, stif, 
haggard; her hair was falling over her shoulders, her eyes 
glowed Mke red-hot coals. She moved her hand, and her 
husband put it^into mine. Then he returned into the 
drawing-room and left us by ourselves. My heart re¬ 
mained unmoved; I did not trust my eyes; the unusual 
spectacle roused my suspicions. 

** Do you know that I nearly died ? 

"Yes.” 


II 
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“ And you don’t feel sorry ? ” 

“Ohy^l” • 

‘‘You are not moved, you have no look of sympathy, 
no look of commiseration.” 

** You have your husband I ” 

**Hasn’t he himself brought us together? ” 

“ What are yoif suffering from ? ” 

“ I’m very ill. I shall have to consult a specialist.” 
“Oh! ” 

” I’m afraid I It’s terrible! If you knew how I have 
suffered! . . . Put your hand on my head ... it does 
me good. . . . Noif smile at me . . . your smile fills me 
with new life I . . .” 

” The Baron-” 

“ You are going? You are leaving me? ” 

What can I do for you? ” 

She began to cry. 

” You surely can’t want me to play the lover here, close 
to your child, your husband ? ” 

“You area monster I A man witho^it alieart I A-” 

“ Good-bye, Baroness I ” 

I went. The Baron accompanied me through the draw¬ 
ing-room, but, quick though he was, he could not prevent 
me from catching sight of a woman’s skirt disappearing 
through one of tlie other doors. 

This awakened the suspicion in me that the whole had 
been a farce. 

The Baron closed the door behind me with a bang which 
echoed through the staircase, and gave me the impression 
that 1 had been kicked out. 

I &lt sure that I had not been mistaken. I had assisted 
at the dinoiltment of a sentimental play with a double 
plot. 

This mysterious illness, what was it? Hysteria? No. 
Science has given it the name of “ nymphomania ”; freely 
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. translated it means, the desire of a woman for children, 
moderated and disguised by time and t% conventions, but 
suddenly breaking out with irresistible force. 

This woman, always living in a state of semi-celibacy, 
unwilling to take upon herself the burden of motherhood, 
and yet dissatisfied with the incompleteness of her married 
lif^i«^as driven into the arms of a lovers to the commission 
of a crime, and, at the very moment when she thought 
that her lover was incontestably hers, he slipped through 
her fingers, and he, too, left her unsatisfied. 

How miserable a mistake was matrimony! How pitiful 
a passion was love I k 

When I had finished luy analysis I had come to the 
conclusion that the unsatisfactory nature of their relation¬ 
ship had driven both husband and wife to seek happiness 
elsewhere. The disappointment at my flight had brought 
the Baroness back into ilie arms of her husband, whose 
love had received a fresh stimuluvS, and who would hence¬ 
forth strive to make her more happy. 

They were reconpiled, and everything was at an end. 
Ekit the devil. 

The curtain falls. 

No, it was not at an end. 

She visited me again in my room, and I drew* from her 
a full confession, brutal in its candour. 

In the first year of her marriage she knew nothing of 
the ecstasies of love. After her baby was born, her hus¬ 
band grew indifferent to her, and their relations became 
strained. 

“ Then you’ve’never been happy with this man with the 
physique of a giant? ” 

“Never . , . sometimes perhaps . . . hardly ever.” 
“And now? ” 

^e blushed. 
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** The doctor has advised him not to go on dnning 
against nature/’ -n 

She sank back on the sofa and hid her face in her hands. 

Excited by these intimate confessionsy I made an attempt 
to put my arms round her. She offered no resistance, she 
trembled and breathed heavily, but suddenly she felt 
remorse and repulsed me. 

Strange enigma wliich was beginning to provoke me! 

What did she want from me ? Ever 3 d:hing I But she 
shrank from the real crime, tlie illegitimate child. 

1 took her in my arms and kissed her, I tried to rouse her 
passion. She freed herself and left me, but, I thought, a 
shade less disappointed than before. 

And now, what? 

Confess to the husband ? It has been done. 

Give him details ? . . . There are no details to give. 

She continued to visit me. 

And whenever she came, she sat down on the sofa on the 
plea of fatigue. •» 

I was ashamed of my timidity; furious at my humilia¬ 
tion ; afraid tliat she might think me a fool; conflicting 
emotions wore away my self-control, and the day came 
when I watched her from my li^iridow, walking away slowly, 
until she was hidden by the turn of the street, I sighed 
heavily. 

The son of the jxeople liad carried off the white skin, 
the plebeian had won the aristocrat, the swineherd had 
mated with the princess! But he had paid a heavy price. 

A storm was brewing. All sorts of rumours circulated 
in the town. The fair fame of the Baroness had suffered. 

Her mother asked me to call on her. I went. 

**Is it true that you are in love with my daughter? ” 

“It is true.” 
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** And are you not ashamed ^ 

“I glory in it.” • 

“She has told me that she loves you.” 

“I was aware of that. ... I am sorry for you. I 
regret the possible consequences, but what am I to do? 
No doubt it is a deplorable business, but we are not guilty, 
neither she nor I. When we discovexisd our danger, we 
warned the Baron. Wasn’t that acting correctly? ” 

“ I’m not complaining of your conduct now^ but I must 
protect the honour of my daughter, of her child, of the 
family! Surely you don’t want to ruin us? ” 

The poor old woman cried bitterly. She had put all - 
her eggs in one basket: the aristocratic alliance of her 
daughter, which was to rehabilitate her own family. She 
roused my compassion, and I succumbed to her sorrow. 

“Command me,” I said; “I will do whatever you 
wish.” 

“ Leave this place, go away from here, 1 implore you.” 

“I will do so, but on one condition.” 

“ And that is ? T 

“That you will ask Miss Matilda to return to her 
family.” 

“ Is that an accusation ? ” 

“More than that, a denunciation. For I believe I’m 
right in saying that her presence at the Baron’s house is 
not conducive to happiness.” 

“I agree with you. Oh, that girl! I shall tell her 
what I think of her! But you, you will leave to¬ 
morrow ? ” 

“To-night, if you like.” 

At this stage the Baroness appeared, and unceremoni¬ 
ously interrupted our conversation. 

“You must stay! You shall stay I ” she said impera- 
tavdy, “ Matilda must go! ” 

“Why? ” asked her mother, in amaaemwit. 
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** Because I mean to have a divorce. Gustav has treated 
me like w abandoned woman*before Matilda’s step-father. 
1 shfdl prove to them that they’re mistaken.” 

What a heartrending scene! Is there a surgical opera¬ 
tion so j^ainful as the tearing asunder of family ties? 
All passibhs are let loose, all uncleanness hidden in the 
depth of the soul stands revealed. 

The Baroness took me apart and repeated to me the 
contents of a letter from lier husband to Matilda: abuse 
of us, and an assurance of his undying love for the girl, 
in. terms which proved that he had deceived us from the 
«tvery beginning. > 

The ball has now gained the volume of a rock; it goes 
on rolling, and crushes alike the innocent and the guilty. 


Ill spite of all the coming and going a settlement seemed 
as far off as ever. 

Fresh misfortunes happened. The bank did not pay the 
ordinary yearly dividend; ruin was menacing. 

The threatening poverty was made the pretext for the 
divorce, for the Baron could no longer maintain his family. 
For appearances’ sake he asked his colonel whether his 
wife's proposed theatrical career would in anyway interfere 
with his own. The colonel gave him to understand that 
if his wife went on the stage, he would have to leave the 
service. A splendid opportunity for abusing aristocratic 
prejudices! 

During all this time the Baroness, under medicftl treat¬ 
ment for some internal trouble, continued to live at her 
husband’s house, although they were now practically 
separated. She was always in pain, irritable and despond¬ 
ent, and I found it impossible to rouse her from her deep 
d^ression; roy strenuous effort to inspire her with some 
of my youthful confidence was wasted. In vain I drew for 
her glowing pictures of the career of an artist, the inde- 
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pend^t life in a home of her own, a hoipe Iil^e minHf 
.^oSwould enjoy freedotiT of body and Ikml. y«)She listojed 
to me without replying; the stream of my words seemed 
to galvanise her like a magnetic current, witisout pene¬ 
trating to her consciousness. 

An agreement between the two partibs had been arrived 
at at last.' It was decided that after all legai formalities 
had been, complied with, the Baroness should proceed to 
Copenhagen, where an uncle of hers was living. The 
Swedish consul at Copenhagen would communicate with 
her on her supposed flight from her husband’s house, and 
she would inform him of her wish to have her marriage 
annulled. After that she would be free to make her own 
plans for the future, and return to Stockholm. Her dowry 
would remain in the possession of her husband, as well as 
all the furniture, with the exception of a very few things; 
the little girl would continue to live with her father, unless 
the latter contracted a second marriage, but the^roness 
would have the right to see her child whenever she wished. 

The financial question gave rise to a violent scene. To 
save the remnants of a fortime which had almost disap¬ 
peared, the father of the Baroness had made a will in which 
he left everything to his daughter. Her scheming mother 
had obtained possession of the inheritance, and was paying 
her son-in-law a certain percentage. Since sucbra pro¬ 
cedure was illegal, the Baron insisted that the will should 
now come into force. The old mother-in-law, furious at 
the reduction of her income, denounced her son-in-law to 
her brother, Matilda’s father, as the girl’s lover. Tha 
storm burst. The colonel threatened to cashier the 
Baron I a law-suit was impending. 

Now, the Baroness left no stone unturned to save the 
father of her child. And to clear him 1 was made Uie 
feape^oat. 
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I prevailed ^upoin to writ^a letter to Matilda’s 

father, in #1iich I took the sins of everybcMiy andllhe^' 
responsibility for all the mischief on my own shoulders, 
called God to witness that the Baron and the girl were 
innocent, and asked the offended father to forgive me for 
all the crimes I had,committed—I, the only penitent one I 

It was a beautiful action and a good one, and the 
Baroness loved me for it as a woman loves a man who has 
allowed her to trample on his honour, his self-resp^t, his 
good name. 

In spite of my rescj^utioii not to be mixed up in these 
unsavoury family matters, I had been unable to steer clear 
of them. 

The mother-in-law paid me many visits, and, always 
appealing to my love for her daughter, tried to incite me 
against fhe Baron, but in vain; I look my orders from 
no one but the Baroness. Moreover, on this point I sided 
with the father. As he was taking charge of the child, 
the dowry, imaginary or otherwise, belonged imdoubtedly 
to him. * 

Oh, this month of April I What a springtime of love! 
The beloved woman on the sick-bed, intolerable meetings 
at which the two families washed their dirty linen, which 
1 certainly never had the least desire to come into contact 
with; tears; rudeness; a chaos which brought to light 
everything base that had hitherto been hidden under the 
veneer of education. 

That comes of raising a nest of hornets about one’s 

ears! . . . 

No wonder that love suffered under such conditions. 
Where is the charm of a woman who is always worn out 
with contention, whose conversation bristles with legal 
teltesf 

Again and again I attempted to instil into her my 
thoughts of consolation and hope, even though they were 
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often anything but spontaneous, for I had come to the 
end't>f my nerve-power; and she ac^pted everything, 
sucked my brain dry, consumed my heart. In exchange 
she looked upon me a^ a dustbin, into which she threw 
all her rubbish, all her grief, aU her troubles, all her cares. 

In this hell I lived my life, dragged on my misery, 
worked for a bare sufSciency. When she came to see me 
of an ev^ng and found me working, she sulked; and it 
was not until 1 had wasted a couple of hours with tears 
and kisses that 1 succeeded in convincing her of my love. 

She conceived love as never-ending admiration, a servile 
readiness to please, unceasing sacrifi^. 

I was crushed down by my heavy responsibility. I 
could see the moment not very far off when m^ry, or the 
birth of a child, would force me into a premature marriage. 
She had claimed but three thousand francs for one year, 
with which she intended to defray the costs of her artistic 
training. 1 had no faith in her dramatic career. Her 
pronunciation still betrayed her Finnish descent, and her 
features were tocf irregular for the stage. To keep her 
from brooding 1 made her repeat poetry. I constituted 
myself her teacher. But she was too much occupied with 
her disappointments, and when, after a rehearsal, she had 
to admit that her progress was very small, she was 
inconsolable. 

How dreary our love was! Instead of being the source 
from which flowed strength to cope with our difficulties, 
it was a prolonged torture. 

Joy was no sooner born than it was slain, and we 
parted, dissatisfied, robbed of the greatest happiness life 
has to give. A poor phantom was our love I 

But my monogamic nature recoiled from change. Our 
love, sad as it was, was yet the source &om whic^ s|iraiig 
exqmsite spiritual joys, and my inextinguishable losing 
a'as the guarantee for its endurance. 



It was on the first of May. All the necessary docu¬ 
ments had been signed. Her (leparture was fixed for the 
day after to-morrow. She came to me and threw lier arms 
round me. ^ 

** Now I belong to you alone; take mel ” 

As we had never discussed marriage, I did not quite 
understand what she meant, and we sat in my little attic, 
sad and thoughtful. Everything was permitted to us 
now, but temptation had diminished. She accused me of 
indifference, and I proved the contrary to her. There¬ 
upon she accused me of sensuality. 

Adoration, incense it was what she wanted I 
She had hysterics, and complained thftt I no longer loved 
her. Already I . . . 

After half-an-hour of flattery and blandishments she 
grew calmer, but she was not really herself until she had 
reduced me to tears of despair. Then she made a fuss 
of me. 

The more humble 1 was, the more I knelt before her, 
small and miserable, the more she loved me. She hated 
strength and manliness in me; to win her love I had to 
pretend to be wretched, so that she could pose as the 
stronger, play little mother ” and console me. 

We had supper in my room; she laid the table and pre¬ 
pared the meal. After supper I claimed the rights of a 
lover, and she made no resistance. 

How wonderful is the rejuvenating power of love 1 A 

young gid lay in my arms, trembling, and brutality 

133 
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was transformed into tenderness. Surely iiie animal 
had no part in this union of souls I Alas! is it ever 
possible to say where the spiritual ends and the animal 
begins? 

Reassured on the question of her health, she gave her¬ 
self to me whole-heartedly; she was radiant with joy, 
content and happy; her beauty shbne out; her eyes 
sparkled. My poor attic had become a temple, a sump¬ 
tuous palace; I lighted the broken chandelier, my reading 
lamp, all the candles, to illuminate our happiness, the joy 
of living, the only thing which makes our miserable lives 
endurable. 

For these moments of rapture accompany us on our 
thorny pilgrimage through life; the memory of these 
fleeting hours helps us to live, and outlive our former 
selves. 

“Don’t speak ill of love,” I said to her. “Worship 
nature in all her forces; honour God, who compels us to 
be happy in spite of ourselves! ” 

She made no raply, for she was happy. Her yearning 
was stilled; my kisses had driven the warm blood through 
her beating heart into her cheeks; the flame of the candle 
was mirrored in her eyes moist with tears; the rainbow 
tints of her veins appeared more vivid, like the plumage 
of the birds in the springtime. She looked like a girl of 
sixteen, so delicate, so pure were her contours; the dainty 
head with its masses of golden hair, half-buried in the 
cushions, might have been a child’s. 

Thus she reclined on my sofa, like a goddess, allowing 
me to worship her, while she regarded me with furtive 
glances, half shamefaced, half provoking. 

How chaste in her abandonment is the beloved woman 
when she surrenders herself to the caresses of her lover! 
And man, though her superior mentally, in only haj^y 
when he has won the woman who is his true mate. My 
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former flMationsi my love af^rs with women of a lower 
daaa, appeared to me like crimes, like a sint against the 
race. The white skin, the perfect feet, the delicate hands, 
were they signs of degeneration ? Were they not rather 
on a par with the glossy skin of the wild beast, its slim, 
sinewy legs, which show hardly any muscle? The beauty 
of a woman is thd sum total of characteristics which are 
worthy of transmission through the agency of the man 
who can appreciate them. This woman had been pushed 
aside by her husband; therefore she no longer belonged to 
him, for she had ceased to please him. He could see no 
beauty in her, and it* was left to me to achieve the blossom¬ 
ing of a flower, the rare loveliness of which the seer, the 
elect only, could perceive. 

Midnight was striking. From the barracks close by 
came the “Who goes there? ” of the relieving guards. 
It was time to part. 

1 accompanied iny beloved on her way home, and, as 
we were walking along side by side, 1 tried to kindle in her 
the Are of my enthusiasm, my new h^pes; 1 startled her 
with the plans which her kisses had ripened in me. She 
cmne closer, as if to And strength in contact with me, 
and I gave her back tenfold what I had received front 
her. 

When we had arrived at the high railings she noticed 
that she had forgotten her key. How annoying I But, 
bent on showing her my mettle by penetrating into the 
lion’s den, I climbed the railings, dashed across the court¬ 
yard and knocked at the front door, prepared for a stormy 
reception from the Baron. My throbbing heart was 
thrilled by the thought of fighting my rival before her 
eyes. The favoured lover was transformed into a hero I 
But, luckily, it was only a servant who came to open the 
door, and we said good-night to each other formally, 
calmly, with the maid, who had not taken the trouble 
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to x^spond to our ^‘Good-evening,” looking on in con¬ 
temptuous Xlence. * 

Henceforth she felt sure of my love, and so she 
abused it* ^ 

She came to see me to-day. She could not find words 
enough to praise her husband. Deeply affected by 
Matilda’s departure, he had succumbed to his wife’s pres¬ 
sure, and made her a promise to save appearances by 
accompanying her to the station, for, she argued, if both 
he and 1 were to see her off, her departure would not have 
the appearance of flight. Moreover, she told me that the 
Baron, no longer angry with me, had consented to receive 
me at his house, and, in order to put a stop to the rumours, 
show himself during the next few days about the town in 
my company. 

I appreciated the generosity of this big, ingenuous child, 
with the honest heart, and, out of consideration for him, 
I demurred. • 

” We’re not going to disgrace him like that. Never I ” 

** Remember that it is a question of my child’s honour.” 

“Doesn’t his honour count for something? ” 

But she laughed at the idea of considering other people’s 
honour. Looked upon me as eccentric. 

“ But that beats everything 1 You’re making me a by¬ 
word,'" you’re degrading us all! It’s ftflly! It’s un¬ 
worthy 1 ” I exclaimed. 

She cried; and, after she had sobbed for an hour and 
overwhelmed me with reproaches, I succumbed to the irre¬ 
sistible weapon of her tears, and consented to do her bid¬ 
ding. But I cursed the despot, I cursed the falling crystal 
drops which increased tenfold the power of her glances. 

She, was stronger than both her husband and myself. 
She was leading us by the nose into disgrace I Why did 
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she want this reconciliation ? Was she afraid of a war to 
the knife betweeh me and the Baron? Did she dread 
possible disclosures? . . . 

. . . What a punishment she had inflicted on me by 
compelling me to revisit this dreary house! But, cruel 
egoist that she was, she had no sympathy with another’s 
terrors. I have had to promise her, on my oath, to deny 
the whole story of the illicit relationship which existed 
between the Baron anrl her cousin, so as to stop all slander. 

I went to this last meeting with slow steps and a sinking 

H 

heart. 

The little garden smiled at me with its blossoming cherry 
trees, its sweet-scented daffodils. The shrubbery, where 
her marvellous beauty had bewitched me, was bursting 
into leaf; the turned-up flower-beds looked like black 
shrouds spread out on the lawn; I pictured the forsaken 
little girl wandering about there alone, looked after by a 
servant, and learning her lessons; I pictured her growing 
up, awakening to the facts of life, and being told one day 
that her mother had deserted her. • 

1 mounted the stairs of the fatal bouse, which was built 
against a sand quarry, and called up the memories of my 
childhood. Friendship, family, love, all had been 
jeopardised, and, in spite of our efforts to comply with 
the law of the land, crime had stained its threshold. 

Who was to blame ? 

The Baroness opened the folding doors and secretly 
kissed me betw'een the wings. I could not suppress a 
momentary feeling of loathing, and indignantly pushed 
her aside. It reminded me of the servants’ flirtations at 
the back door, and filled me with disgust. Behind the 
door I Slut! without pride, without dignity! 

She pretended that I was reluctant to enter the drawing¬ 
room, and asked me in a loud voice to come in, at the very 
moment when, embarrassed by the humiliating situation 
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in which f found myseif, I hesitated, and was on the point 
of retracing^y footsteps. A flash from her eyes, and my 
hesitation was gone; paralysed by her -self-command, 1 
gave in. 

Everything in the drawing-room pointed to the breaking 
up of the household. Underlinen, dresses, petticoats were 
scattered all over the furniture. The writing-table was 
littered with a pile of stockings, a short time ago the 
delight of my eyes, to-day an abomination. She came and 
went, counted and folded up, brazenly, shamelessly. 

**Had I corrupted her in so short a time? ” I asked 
myself, gazing at this exhibition of a respectable woman’s 
underclothing. 

She examined one piece after another, and put on one 
side everything which needed repairing; she noticed that 
on one garment the tapes were missing; she laid it aside 
with perfect unconcern. 

I seemed to be present at an execution; I felt sick with 
misery, while she listened absent-mindedly to my futile 
conversation about unimportant details. I was writing 
for the Baron, who had locked himself into the dining¬ 
room and was writing letters. 

At last the door opened; I started apprehensively, but 
it was only the little girl who came in, puzzled to know the 
reason of all this upset. She ran up to me, accompanied 
by her mother’s spaniel, and held up her forehead to be 
kissed. I blushed. 1 felt angry, and turned to the 
Baroness. 

You might at least have spared me this! 

But she did not understand what I meant. 

Mamma is going away, darting, but she’ll soon be 
back and bring you lots of toys,” 

The tittle dog begged for a caress—he, too! 

A little later the Baron appeared. 

He li^alked up to me, brric^, crushed, and pressed my 
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hand, unable to utter a word* I honoured His ei^ident 
grief by a respectful silence, and he withdrew again. 

(The dusk was beginning to gather in the corners of the 
room. The maid lighted the lamps without seeming to 
notice my presence. Supper was announced. I wanted 
to go. But the Baron added his pressing invitation to 
that of Che Baroness, and in so touching and sincere a 
manner that I accepted and stayed. 

And we sat down to supper, the three of us, as in the 
old days. It was a solemn moment. We talked of all 
that had happened, and with moist eyes asked one another 
the question: *‘WAo is to blame? ” Nobody, destiny, 
a series of incidents, paltry in themselves, a number of 
forces. We shook hands, clinked our glasses together and 
spoke of our undying friendship exactly as in the days gone 
by. The Baroness alone kept up her spirits. She made 
the programme for the following day: the meeting at the 
railway station, the walks through the town, and we agreed 
to everything. 

At last I rose to go. The Baron oceompanied us into 
the drawing-room. There he laid the hand of the 
Baroness into mine and said, with a choking voice— 

“ Be her friend. My part is played out. Take care of 
her, guard her from the wickedness of the world, cultivate 
her talent: you are better able to do it than I, a poor 
soldier. God protect you! ’’ 

He left us; the door closed behind him, and we were 
alone. 

Was he sincere at that moment? I thought so at the 
time, and I should like to think so still. He was of a 
sentimental nature, and, in his way, fond of us; doubtless, 
the thought of seeing the mother of his child in the hands 
of an enemy would have been painful to him. 

It is possible that later on, under adverse influence, he 
boasted of having fooled us. But such a thing would 
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^jealij ha?e Iseen foreign to his character—and is it not a 
well-known fact that no one likes to admit having been 
duped F 

It was six o’clock at night. I was pacing the large hall 
of the Central Station. The train for Copenhagen would 
leave at six-fifteen, and neither the Baron nor the Baroness 
had appeared. 

I felt like the spectator of the last act of a terrible 
tragedy, I w'as longing wildly for the end. Another 
quarter of an hour and there would be peace. My nerves, 
disordered by these successive crises, required rest, and 
the coming night would restore some of the nerve force 
which I had used up and squandered for the love of a 
woman. 

She arrived at the last moment, in a cab, drawn by a 
mare which the driver was leading by the bridle. 

Always careless and always too late! 

She rushed tow'ards me like a lunatic. 

“The traitor! He has broken his word! He’s not 
coming! ” she exclaimed so loudly that she attracted the 
attention of the passers-by. 

It was certainly unfortunate, but I could not help 
respecting him for it. 

“ He’s quite right. He has common-sense on his side,” 

I said, seized with a spirit of contradiction. 

“ Be quick! Take a ticket for Copenhagen, or I shall 
stay here! ” she ordered. 

“ No! If I went with you it would look like an elope¬ 
ment. All Stockholm would talk about it to-morrow,” 

“ I don’t care. . . . Make haste I ” 

“No! I won’t!” 

But I could not help pitying her at the moment, and the 
situation was becoming unbearable. A quarrd, a lover’s 
quarrel was inevitable. 

She knew it instinctively, and, seizing my hands, riie 
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implored me with her eyes; the ice melted; the sorceress 
won; 1 wavered . . 1 succumbed. . • • 

**To Katrineholm then I ” 

** Very well, if you’d rather.” 

She was having her luggage registered. 

Everything was lost, including honour, and 1 had before 
me the prospect of a painful journey. 

The trmn moved out of the station. We were alone in 
a first-class compartment. The Baron’s non-appearance 
had depressed us. It was an unforeseen danger and a bad 
omen. An uneasy silence reigned in the carriage; one of 
us had to break it. *She was the one to speak. 

** Axel, you don’t love me any morel ” 

“Perhaps not,” I replied, worn out by a month of 
chaos. 

** And 1 have sacrificed everything to you! 

“Sacrificed everything? ... To your love, perliaps, 
but not to me. And have I not sacrificed iiiy life to you ? 
You are angry with Gustav and you’re venting your anger 
on me ... be reasonable.” • 

Tears, tears! What a wedding tour! I steeled my 
nerves, put on my armour. I became indifferent, 
impenetrable. 

“ Restrain your emotions! From to-day you must use 
your common-sense. Weep, weep until the source of your 
tears is dry, but then lift up your head. You are a foolish 
woman, and 1 have honoured you as a queen, as a ruler! I 
have done your bidding because I thought myself the 
weaker of the twol Unfortunately I Don’t make me 
despise you. Don’t ever try to blame me alone for what 
has happened. 1 admired Gustav’s shrewdness last night. 
He has realised that the great events in life have alwuys 
more than one cause. Who is to blame? You? 1? 
He? She? The threatening ruin, your passion for the 
your internal trouble, the inheritance from your 
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thrice-married grandfather? Your mother’s hatred o£ 
bearing children which is the cause of your vacillating 
disporition ? The idleness of your husband, whose profes¬ 
sion left him too much leisure? My instincts? The 
instincts of the man who has risen from the lower classes ? 
My accidental ^meeting with your Finnish friend who 
brought us together? An endless number of motives, a 
few of which only are known to us. Don’t debase yourself 
before the mob who will unanimously condemn you to¬ 
morrow ; don’t believe, like those poor in spirit, that you 
can solve such an intricate problem b^ taking neither the 
crime nor the criminal seriously!. . . And, moreover, 
have 1 seduced you? Be candid with yourself, with me, 
while we’re here alone, without witnesses.” 

But she would not be candid. 

She could not, for candour is not a woman’s character¬ 
istic. 

She knew herself to be an accomplice in crime; she was 
tortured by remorse. She had but one thought, to ease 
her conscience by throwing the whole blame on me. 

1 left her to herself, and wrapped myself in a callous 
silence. 

Night fell. 1 opened the window and leaned against the 
door, gazing at the quickly-passing black Scotch firs, 
behind which the pale moon was rising. Then a lake 
passed, surrounded by birch trees; a brook bordered by 
alders; cornfields, meadows, and then Scotch firs again, a 
long stretch of them. A mad desire to throw myself out 
of the carriage seized me; a desire to escape from this 
prison where 1 was watched by an enemy, kept spell-boimd 
• by a witch. But the anxiety for her future {^pressed me 
like a nightmare; 1 felt re^onsible for her, who was a 
stranger to me, for her unborn children, for the support 
of her HK^her, her aunt, her whole family, for centuries 
to come. 
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I should make it my business to procure for her successes 
on the stage; I shottld bear all her sorrows, her disappoint¬ 
ments, her failures, so that one day she could throw me 
in the dust like a squeezed-out lemon—me, my whole life, 
my brain, the marrow of my spine, my life-blood; all in 
exchange for the love which I gave her, and which she 
accepted and callec! “sacrificing herself to me.” Delu¬ 
sions of love 1 hypnotism of passion I 

She sat without moving until ten o’clock, sulking. One 
more hour and we should have to say good-bye. 

All at once, with a word of apology, she put her two 
feet on the cushioned seat, pretending to be worn out with 
fatigue. Her languid glances, her tears had left me 
umnoved; I had kept my head, my strength of pur¬ 
pose in spite of her fallacious logic. Now everything 
collapsed. I beheld her adorable boots, a tiny piece of 
her stocking. 

Down on your knees, Samson! Put your head in her 
lap, press your cheeks against her knees, ask her to forgive 
you for the cruel words with which you have lashed her— 
and which she didn’t even understand! Slave! Coward I 
You lie in the dust before a stocking, you, who thought 
yourself strong enough to conquer a world I And she, she 
only loves you when you debase yourself; she buys you 
cheaply at the price of a few moments of gratified passion, 
for she has nothing to lose. 

The engine whistled; the train glided into the station; I 
had to leave her. She kissed me with motherly affection, 
made the sign of the cross on my forehead—although she 
was a Protestant—commended me to the Lord, begged 
me to take care of myself, and not to give way to fretting. 

The train steamed out uato the night, choking me with 
its bituminous smoke. 

1 breathed—at last—the cool evening air, and enjoyed 
my freedom. Alas! but for a moment. No sooner had 
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I arrived at the village inn than I broke down. I loved 
her, yes, I loved her, just ad I had seenjher at the moment 
of parting; for that moment recalled to me the first sweet 
days of our friendship, when she was the lovely, womanly 
tender mother, who spoiled and caressed me as if I had 
been a little child. 

And yet 1 loved her ardently, del^ired to make this 
stormy woman my wife. 

I asked for writing material, and wrote her a letter in 
which I told her that I would pray to God for her 
happiness. 

Her last embrace had led me back to God, and, under 
the infiuencc of her parting kiss, still fresh on niy lips, I 
denied the new' faith, whicli teaches the progress of 
humanity. 

The first stage in the downfall of a man had been 
reached; the others w'ere sure to follow’—to utter degrada¬ 
tion, to the verge of insanity. 



PART II 


I 

On the day aftep our departure the whole town knew 
that Baroness X liad eloped with one of the librarians of 
the Royal Library. 

'Fhls was only what w'as to be expected, to be dreaded! 
After all my elforts to save lier good name, w'e had for¬ 
gotten everything in » moment of weakness. 

She had spoiled all our plans, and all that remained 
for me to do was to take the responsibility on my own 
slioulders and grapple to the best of my ability witli the 
consequences w'hich threatened to ruin her theatrical 
career; there was only one theatre w'here she could 
possibly appear, and loose morals were not likely to 
increase her chances of an engagement at ,the Royal 
Theatre- ^ 

On the morning after my return I made an excuse to 
call on the chief librarian, who w'as slightly unwell and" 
unable to go out. The sole object of my visit was the 
establishment of an alibi. After leaving him 1 strolled 
through the main streets and thoroughfares and arrived 
at my office at the usual hour. I spent the evening at 
the Press Club, and deliberately set tlie rumour afloat 
tliat there ivas but one reason for the divorce, and that 
was the Baroness’s determination to enter the theatrical 
profession. I maintained that husband and wife were on 
the best of terms, and that their separation was but the 
inevitable result of class prejudice. 

If I had only known what harm I was doing myself by 
spreading these rumours and proclaiming her innocence! 

. . . But no, 1 should not have acted otherwise. 

L 145 
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l*he papers'"scrambled eagerly fbr the smart society 
scandal, but the public scoffed at tfiis irresistible love ^ 
art, a more or less doubtful phenomenon always, but more 
especially when the stage is concerned. The women in 
particular were sceptical, and the forsaken child remained 
an ugly fact which nothing could explain away. 

In the meantime I received a letter—a perfect howl of 
anguish—from Copenhagen. Tortured by remorse, by a 
yearning for her deserted child, she asked me to come 
to her at once, complaining bitterly of her. relatives who, 
she asserted, were making her life one long drawn-out 
agony. She charged them with Having suppressed, in 
collusion with her husband, an important document, 
which was essential for the hnal decision in the case. 

I refused to leave town, but wrote a few angry lines 
to the Baron. His reply was so insolent that it led to a 
complete rupture between us. 

One or two telegrams passed, and peace was re-estab¬ 
lished. The document w'as found, and the proceedings 
went on. « 

^ 1 spent my evenings in w'riting long letters to her, 
giving her minute instructions how to comport herself 
in the circumstances. These letters w'ere intended to 
cheer and encourage her. I advised her to work, to study 
her art, to visit the theatres. In ray anxiety to supple¬ 
ment her income, I urged her to write on anything which 
she found interesting, and undertook to get her articles 
accepted by a first-class paper. 

No answer. I had every reason to believe that her 
independent spirit resented my well-meant interference. 

A week passed; a week full of care, unrest and hard 
work. Then, early one morning, before I wa»^up, I 
received a letter from Copenhagen. 

'Hic^.tone of her letter was calm and serene; she seenned 
unable to hide a certain pride on account of thfie quaml 
between the Baron and myself. (She wal% a fair p 08 i<^ 
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tion to fonn lin opinion, since she ha3 received the 
X»8pective letters *from both of us.) She found the 
“ duel ” not without style, and admired ray pluck. “ It 
is a pity,” she concluded her letter, ^‘that two men like 
you and the Baron should not be friends.” Further on 
she gave me a det;aiied account of what she was doing 
to while away the time. She w’as evidently enjoying her¬ 
self; she had made her way into second-rate artistic 
circles, a fact which I did not like. She described an 
evening spent at some assembly-rooms in the company of 
a number of young pien, who paid her a great deal of 
attention; she had made the conquest of a musician, a 
youth who had sacrificed his family to his art. “ What a 
strange similarity between our two cases I ” she remarked. 
Then followed a detailed biography of the interesting 
martyr and tlie request not to be jealous. 

“What did she mean? ” I wondered, taken aback by 
the half-sarcastic, half-familiar tone of her letter, which 
appeared to be written lictween two entertainments. 

Was it possible that this coldly voltiptuous madonna 
belonged to the class of born wantons, that she was » 
coquette, a cocotte ? 

I sat down at once and indited a furious scolding; 1 
painted her picture as she then appeared to me. 1 called 
her Madame Bovary; I entreated her to break the spell 
which was leading her to a precipice. 

In reply, **as a proof of her absolute faitli in me,” she 
sent me the letters which the young enthusiast had written 
to her. Love letters! 

The same old use of the term friendship, the inexplic¬ 
able sympathy of the souls, and the whole list of the trite 
and to iSk both so familiar words: brother and sister, little 
mother, playmates, and so on, cloaks and covers under 
which lovers are wont to hide, to abandon themselves 
ultimatel^to their passions, 

Wiuit was 1'^ think? Was she mentally deranged? 

_ ' * -A 
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Was she an uncbnscious criihinal who remembered nothin!^ 
of -the terrible experience of the last bwo months, when 
the hearts of three people were on fire for her? And I 
who had been made to play the part of a Cinderella, a 
scape-goat, a man of straw, I was toiling to remove all 
obstacles from her way to the irregular }ife of the theatre. 

A fresh blowl To see the woman whom I adored 
^ wallow in tlie gutter. 

My soul was filled with unspeakable compassion, I had 
a foreboding of the fate which awaited her, perverse 
woman that she was, and vowed ^to lift her up, to 
strengthen and support her, to do everything in my power 
to shield her from a fatal catastrophe. 

. Jealous! That vulgar word invented by a w'oman in 
order to mislead the man she has deceived or means to 
deceive. The hoodwinked husband shows his anger, and 
the word jealous is fiung in his face. Jealous husband— 
husband betrayed I And there are women who look upon 
jealousy as synonymous with impotence, so that the be¬ 
trayed husband c^ only shut his eyes, powerless in the 
face of such accusations. 

She returned after a fortnight, pretty, fresh, in high 
spirits, and full of bright memories, for she had 
thoroughly enjoyed herself. She was wearing a new dress 
with touches of brilliant colouring, which struck me as 
vulgar* I was puzzled. The woman who used to dress 
so simply, so quietly, with such exquisite taste, was 
adopting a colour scheme which was positively garish. 

Our meeting was colder than either of us had expected; 
there was a constrained silence at first, followed by a 
sudden outburst. 

b _ 

The flatteries of her new friends had turned het head; 
she gave herself airs, teased me, made fun of me. She 
spread her gorgeous dress over my old sofa, to hide its 
sbabtoess. Her old power over me reasserted itself, and 
for a moment I forgot all resenfbnent in a pa8sio]^t| kiss| 

tt, w ^ f 
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nevertheless, « slight feelings of anger remained at the 
bottom of my heart, and presently found vent in a torrent 
of reproaches. Subdued by my impetuosity, which con¬ 
trasted so strangely with her own indolent nature, die 
took refuge in tears. 

^‘How can you be so absurd as to imagine that I was 
flirting with that young man ? ” she sobbed. “ I promise 
you never to write to him again, although I’m sure he’ll 
think it rude of me.” 

Hudel One of her favourite catchwords! A man 
pays her attention, in other words makes advances to her, 
and she listens polilely, for fear of being rude. What 
a woman! 

But fate was against me. I was lying at her feet, her 
beautiful little feet, encased in tiny shoes. She was wear¬ 
ing black silk stockings, which added to my confusion; 
her leg was a little fuller than it had been; the black legs 
in a cloud of petticoats were the legs of a she-devil. 

Her constant fear of motherhood irritated me; I lied to 
her; 1 told her that she had nothing to fear from me; 
that I knew how to cheat nature. I repeated my assur¬ 
ances until I finished by believing in them myself, and 
in the end succeeded in setting her mind at ease by 
promising to be responsible for all consequences. 

She was living with her mother and aunt in the second 
story of a house in one of the main thoroughfares. As 
she threatened to visit me in my own room if they pre¬ 
vented me from seeing her, I was allowed to call. But 
the thought of the supervision of these two old women, 
whom I knew to be watching us through the keyhole all 
the time, was almost beyond bearing. 

The divorced husband and wife were beginning ta 
realise how much they had lost. The Baroness, once a 
ippected married woman, mistress of an aristocratic 
establishment, had returned to the conditions of her 
childhood. She was uiKder the control of her mother, 

^ • rift jft 
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almost a prisoner in ofie rooni> kept by two old women^ 
who were themselves in needy cirSumstapces. The mother 
never lost an opportunity of reminding her of her care^ 
bringing up and how she had been fitted to take an 
honourable social position, and the daughter remembered 
the happy days foUowing her release from the parental 
yoke. Bitter words were spoken on both sides, tears and 
insults were all too frequent, and I had to pay for them 
when 1 called in the evening ... to visit a prisoner 
under the eyes of a warder and witness. 

When the strain of these painful meetings became un¬ 
bearable, we ventured to meet two br three times in the 
park. But we only jumped from the frying-pan into the 
fire, for now we were exposed to the contemptuous stare 
of the crowd. We hated the spring sunshine which 
illuminated our misery. We missed the darkness, we 
longed for the w'inter, which made it easier for us to hide 
our shame. Alas! the summer was coming with its long 
nights, which know no darkness. 

Our former friends dropped us, one after the other. 
*Even my sister, intimidated by the now universal gossip, 
grew suspicious and estranged when the ex-bfuoness, at 
a little supper party, tried to keep up her spirits by taking 
too much wine, became intoxicated, proposed a toast, 
smoked cigarettes, and generally behaved in a way which 
excited the disgust of the women and the contempt of 
the men. 

“That woman’s a common prostitute! ” said a respect¬ 
able married man and father of a family to my brother- 
in-law, and the latter took the first chance to repeat the 
remark to me. 

When on the following Sunday evening we arrived at 
my sister’s house, where we had been invited to supper, 
the servant informed us, to our consternation, that her 
mestsk and mistress were out. 

Wejspent the evening'^in my room, a prey to an^r 
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and despair, seeking comfort in the thought of suicide. 

I pulled down the Jilinds to shut out the daylight, and we 
sat together in misery, waiting for night and darkness, 
before we ventured out again into the street. But the 
summer sun did not set until late, and at eight o’clock 
w^Jboth felt hungry. Neither of us had any money, and 
there was nothing to eat or drink in the cupboard. These 
moments were some of the most wretched moments of 
my life, and gave me a foretaste of misery to come. 
Reproaches, cold kisses, floods of tears, remorse, disgust. 

I tried to persuade her to go.home and have supper 
with her mother, blit she was afraid of the daylight; 
moreover, her heart sank at the thought of the necessary 
explanation. She had eaten nothing since two o’clock, 
and the melancholy prospect of going to bed supperless 
aroused the wild beast hunger in her. 

She had grown up in a wealthy home, and had been 
used to every kind of luxury; she had no idea what poverty 
meant, and consequently she was completely unstrung. 
1, who had been familiar with hunger from childhood, 
suffered torture to see her in such a desperate position-*. 
1 ransacked my cupboard, but could find nothing; 1 
searched the drawers of my writing-table, and there, 
amongst all sorts of keep-sakes, faded flowers, old love- 
letters, discoloured ribbons, I found two sweets which 1 
had kept in remembrance of a funeral. I offered them to 
her just as they were, wrapped in black paper and tinfoil. 
A distressing banquet indeed, these sweets in their 
mourning dress! 

Depressed, humiliated, apprehensive, 1 raged and 
thundered furiously against all respectable women whose 
doors were closed to us, who would have none of us. 

“Why this hostility and contempt? Had we com¬ 
mitted a crime ? Surely not; it was but a question of a" 
^raightforward divorce; we were complying with all the 
rules and requirements of ilie law.” 
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“ We have been behaving too correctly,’* she said, 
trying to comfort herself. “ The world is but a pack of 
knaves. It winks at open, shameless adultery, but con¬ 
demns divorce. A high standard of morality indeed I ” 

We were agreed on the subject. But the facts 
remained. The crime continued to h|mg over our heads, 
which drooped under its weight. 

I felt like a boy who has robbed a bird’s nest. The 
mother had flown away, the little ones lay prostrate, 
chirping plaintively, bereft of tlie protecting warmth of 
the mother’s wings. 

And the father? He was left desolate in the ruined 
home. I pictured him of a Sunday evening, an evening 
like this, when the family assembles round the fireplace, 
alone in the drawing-room, with the silenced piano; alone 
in the dining-room, eating his solitar}' dinner; alone 
always. . . . 

“ Oh, no, nothing of the kind I ” she interrupted my 
musings; ** you are quite mistaken ! You would be much 
more likely to And him lounging on the comfortable sofa 
at Matilde’s brother-in-law'’s; he has had a good dinner 
with plenty of wine, and is gently squeezing the hand 
of my poor, dear, libelled little cousin, laughing at the 
outrageous stories told of his wife’s ill-conduct—his wife, 
who refused to countenance his infidelity. And both of 
them, surrounded and uphehl by the sympathy and 
applause of this hypocritical world, are eager to throw 
the first stone at us.” 

Her words set me thinking, and after a while 1 expressed 
the opinion that the Baron had led us by the nose; that 
he had schemed to rid himself of a troublesome wife, so 
zs to be able to marry again, and had managed to secure 
ber dowry, in spite of the law. 

Sbg became indignant at once. 

You have no right to say anything against him I It 
Ifas idl my fault I ” 
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“Why have I no riprht to say anything against him? 
Is his person sacaed? ” 

One might almost have thought so, for whenever I 
attacked him she took his part. 

Was it the freemasonry of caste which prompted her to 
stand up for him Or were there secrets in her life which 
made her fear his enmity ? I could not solve the riddle, 
nor discover the reason of her loyalty to him, which no 
disloyalty on his part could shake. 

The sun set at last, and we parted. I slept the sleep 
of the famished; I dreamed that T was making desperate 
efforts to wing my vay heavenwards, with a millstone 
round my neck. 

Misfortune dogged our footsteps. We approached 
one of the theatrical managers wilh the request to give 
us a date for Ijer first appearance. Tie replied that he 
could not, in his oflicial j»osition, have anything to do with 
a runaw'aj" wife. 

We left no stone unturned, but aH our efforts wer^ 
doomed to failure. A year hence her resources would be 
exhausted, and she would be thrown on the street. It 
was my business, the business of the poor Bohemian, to 
save her from that fate. 

To avoid every possibility of a misunderstanding, she 
called on an old friend of bers, a former tragedienne, 
whom up to quite recently she had constantly met in 
society, and who had cringed like a dog before the 
“golden-haired Baroness,” her “little fairy.” 

The great actress, a notoriously unfaithful wife, grown 
grey in vice at the side of her husband, received the 
honest sinner with insults and closed her door to her. 

We had tried everything! 

There remained nothing but revenge. 

“Very well,” I said to her, “why not try writing? 
Write a play, get it produced at this very theatre? Why 
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descend when there is a possibility of rising? Put your 
foot on that old w'oman I With one stride rise far above 
her head I Show off this lying, hypocntical, vicious 
society, which opens its houses to prostitutes, but closes 
them to a divorced wife. It’s good stuff for a play.” 

But she was one of those soft natures, very susceptible, 
very easily impressed, but unable to stnke back. 

“No, no revenge 1 ” 

And cowardly and revengeful at the same time, she left 
vengeance to God; it came to the same thing in the end, 
but it put the responsibility on a man of straw. 

But I persevered, and at last fortune favoured me. 1 
had an order from a publisher to edit an illustrated book 
for children. 

** “Write the text,” I suggested; “you will be paid a 
hundred francs for it.” 

I supplied her with reference books; I made her believe 
that she bad done the work unaided, and she pocketed 
the hundred francs. But 1 paid a heavy penalty. The 
publisher stipulated that my name, which had come before 
the public as that of a playwright, should appear on the 
title-page. It was literary prostitution, and my enemies, 
who had predicted my incapacity of distinguishing myself 
in literature, triumphed. 

After that I persuaded her to write an article for one 
of the morning papers. She acquitted herself fairly well. 
The article was accepted, but the paper made no payment. 

I wore myself out in trying to raise a sovereign, and, 
succeeding after endless efforts, I handed it over to her 
with the white lie that it represented her remuneration 
from the paper. 

Poor Marie! She was delighted to give her small 
earnings to her old mother, who supplemented her income 
by letting furnished apartments. 

The old ladies began to look upon me as tbeir saviour; 
copies of translations, unanimously rejected by theatrical 
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managers in bygone days, appeared from drawers, where 
they had long lain* forgotten. I was credited with the*^ 
wondrous capacity to effect their acceptance, and burdened 
w'ith futile commissions which interfered with my work and 
caused me no end of trouble. 1 had to fall back on my 
small savings becai^e I wasted my time and used up my 
nervous energy; I could only afford one meal a day, and 
reverted to my old habit of going to bed without supper. 

Fmcouraged by her few little successes, Marie under¬ 
took to write a play in five acts. I seemed to have sown 
into her soul all the sterile seed of‘my poetic inspirations. 
In this virgin soil it germinated and grew, while I 
remained unproductive, like a fiower which shakes out its 
seed and withers. My soul was lacerated, sick to death. 
The influence of that little female brain, so different 
from the brain of a man, disturbed and disordered the 
mechanism of my thoughts. I was at a loss to understand 
why I thought so highly of her literary gifts, why I kept 
on urging her to write, for with the exception of her 
letters to me, which were mostly personal and frequently 
quite commonplace, I had no proof that she could write 
at all. She had become my living poem; she had taken 
the place of my vanished talent. Her personality was 
grafted on mine and was dominating it. I existed only 
through her; I, the mother-root, led an underground life, 
'nourishing this tree which was growing sunwards and 
promising w^onderful blossoms. 1 delighted in its marvel¬ 
lous beauty, never dreaming that the day w'ould come 
■ when the offshoot would separate from the exhausted 
trunk, to bloom and dazzle independently, proud of the 
borrowed splendour. 

'The first act of her play was finished. 1 read it. 
Under the spell of my hallucination I found it perfect; I 
loudly expressed my sincere admiration and heartily con¬ 
gratulated the author. She was herself astonished at her 
talent, and I prophesied for her a brilliant future. But 
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all of a sudden our plans were changed. Marie’s mother 
remembered a friend, an artist, a wy wealthy woman 
with a fine estate, and, what was of greater importance 
still, closely in touch with one of our leading actors whose 
wife was the rival and sworn enemy of the great tragedi¬ 
enne, Marie’s former friend. 

The artist, a spinster, vouched for the high moral 
standard of this couple, and they expressed themselves 
ready to undertake the guidance and supervision of 
Marie’s studies until her first appearance in public. Marie 
was invited to stay for a fortnight ^ith her mother’s 
friend to discuss the matter. There she was to meet the 
great actor and his wife who, to fill her cup of happiness, 
had used their infiuence with the manager of the theatre 
on her behalf with very satisfactory results. His former 
reported refusal was thereby entirely contradicted, and 
turned out to have been a fabrication of her mother’s, 
invented for the sole purpose of keeping her daughter 
off the stage. 

Marie’s future appeared to be safe. I could breathe 
freely, sleep undisturbed, work. 

She stayed away for a fortnight. To judge from her 
scanty letters she was anything but dull. Her new 
friends, to whom she had given proofs of her talent, had 
told herAhat she would do well on the stage. 

On her return she engaged rooms in a farmhouse and 
arranged with the farmer’s wife to board her. She was 
free of her warders now, and we could spend unchaperoned 
week-ends together. Life was smiling at us, a little sadly, 
it is true, for a certain melancholy, the effect of her 
divorce, always remained. But in the country the burden 
of convention weighs less heavily than in town, and the 
summer sun soon dispelled the gloom which hung over 
our lives* 
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Her appearance under the patronage of the two famous 
actors was announced in the autumn and put a stop to 
all gossip. I did not like the part chosen for her. It 
was a small character-part in an old-fashioned play. But 
her teacher and patron counted on the sympathy of the 
audience and the effeot of a gowl scene, in which she 
refused an aristocratic suitor who saw in her a rare orna¬ 
ment for his drawing-room, and declared that in her eyes 
the noble heart of the poor young man was infinitely more 
precious than all the wealth and title of the nobleman. 

As I was dismissed from my post as her teacher, I w'as 
able to devote all my time and attention to my scientific 
studies, and the writing of a paper destined for some 
academy or other. This was necessary in order to prove 
myself a man of letters and efficient librarian. With 
ardent zeal I gave myself up to ethnographical research 
in connection with the farthest East. It acted like opium 
on my brain, which w'as exhausted by the struggles, cares 
and pains I had undergone. Inspired by the ao^bition to 
show myself worthy of my beloved, w'hose future appeared 
in the rosiest hues, I achieved wonders of industry; I shut 
myself up in the vaults of the Royal Castle from morning 
till night; I suffered from the damp and icy atmosphere 
without a complaint; I defied poverty and need. 

Marie’s appearance in public w’as postponed by the 
death of her little daughter, who died of brain fever; 
another month of tears, reproaches and remorse followed. 

** It is a Judgment on you,” declared the child’s grand- 
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pother, glad thrust the poisoned dagger into the heart 
of the,daug^ter-in-Iaw whom she hated because she had 
J)rought dishonour on her name. 

«Marie was broken-hearted, and spent day and night at 
the bedside of the dying child, under the roof of her 
former husband, chaperoned by her late mother-in-law. 
The father was overcome with grief at the death of his 
only child, and, bowed down with sorrow, he longed to 
meet again the friend of former days, the witness of the 
past. One evening, a few days after the little girl’s 
funeral, my landlady informed me that the Baron had ^ 
called and had left a message to the effect that he hoped 
to see me at his house. 

Considering the unusual circumstances which had led 
up to the breach, I w^anted anything but a reconciliation. 
4 sent him a polite refusal. 

A quarter of an hour had hardly elapsed when Marie 
herself appeared, dressed in deep mourning, her eyes full 
of tears, and begged me to comply with the request of the 
inconsolable Baron. 

1 found this mission in abominable taste. I rated her 
soundly, and pointed out to her how ambiguous and 
unjustifiable in the eyes of the world such a situation 
would be. She upbraided me with my prejudices, im¬ 
plored me, appealed to my generous disposition, and 
ended by overruling all my objections; I agreed to the 
indelicate proposal. 

1 had sworn never again to enter the house in which the 
drama had been enacted. But the widower had removed. 

■ 

He had taken rooms not far from us; 1 was glad to be 
spared a renewed visit to the old place, and accompanied 
the divorced wife on her visit to her late husband. 

The mourning, the evident giief, the grave and.gloomy 
appearan^of the house all cqpibined to rob our meeting 
fd any trace of strangeness pr dubarrassment. 

h 
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The habit of seeing these two people together was a, 
bar to any feeling of jealousy on my part, an3 tho'itactful 
and cordial bearing of the Baron helped to reassure me 
completely. 

We dined together, we drank and played cards just acS 
in the old days. ^ 

On the following day we met in my room; on « third 
evening at Marie’s, who was now living in the house of an 
old lady. We fell into our former habits, and Marie was 
happy to see us together. It comforted her, and since 
/we had ourselves under i>erfect “ control nobody was 
offended or aggrieved. The Baron looked upon us as 
being secretly engaged, his love for Marie seemed to be 
dead. Sonjetiines he even talked of his unhappy love- 
affair, for Matilda w'as carefully watched by her father 
and out of his reach. . . . Marie teased and comforted 
him alternately, and he made no secret, now, of his true 
feelings. 

At parting their intimacy was more marked,, but instead 
of rousing my jealousy it merely excited my disgust. 

One day Marie told me that she had been to see the 
Baron, and stayed to have dinner with him; she justified 
her visit by saying that she had to talk to him on urgent 
business in connection with her daughter’s estate which 
the Baron inherited. 

I objected to this want of taste; in fact, I told her that 
her conduct was downright indecent. She burst out 
laughing, teasingly reminded me of my former railings 
against prejudice, and in the end I joined in her laughter. 
It was ridicidous, it was unusual, but it was good form 
to laugh at everything, and a splendid thing to see virtue 
rewarded. 

After Ahat she visited the Baron whenever she pleased, 
and I believe he helped her to study her part. 

Up to now we had had no quarrels, for any jealousy 1 



‘lea the; confession 6p a fool 

It 

I 

.might have felt disappeared as sdon ae I got used^to the 
state of^thingSy and I never quite lost ^le old illusion that 
they were husband and wife. But one evening Mgrie 
came to see me alone. On helping her to remove her 
cloak I noticed tliat her dress was somewhat deranged* 
It roused my suspicions. She sat down on the sofa opposite 
the loofchig-glasR, talking volubly all the time. Her con¬ 
versation struck me as forced, she cast furtive glances at 
her reflection and stealthily tried to smooth her hair. 

A horrible thought flashed into my mind. Unable to 
control my agitation, I exclaimed— 

Where have you been ? ” 

^ “ With Gustav.” 

“ Whrffe did you do there? ” 

She started, but (|uickly suppressing her emotion, she 
replied— 

was studying my part.” 

“It’s a lie I” 

^, She made an angry exclamation; slie accused me of 
being absurdly jealous, deluged me ^^ith explanations. I 
wavered, and as we were invited out that evening I liad 
to postpone all further investigation. 

Thinking of this incident to-day, I would swear a 
solemn oath that she committed bigamy in those days, 
to say .the least of it. But at that time I was completely 
deceived by her trickery. What had happened? , . 
Probably this— 

She had dined alone with llie Baron; they had had 
coffee and liqueurs; she was seissed with that after-dinner 
lassitude; the Baron advised her to lie dow‘n« 4 )n the sofa' 
and rest aw'hile, a proposal which did not displease her 
. . . and the rest followed as a matter of course. Soli¬ 
tude, complete confldence, old memories, increased 
temptation, and the lonely man succumbed. Wity deny 
thelnselv^, as long as no one knew? She jyas |^r own 
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mistrea!^ since she hhd never taken money from her lover,» 
and to brecSt a propiise—^whft is that to a woman I Per-* 
hapfe she already regretted his loss; perhaps she had come 
to the conclusion that he understood her needs better 
than I; perhaps, now that her cufiosity was satisfied, she 
yearned again for the stronger man; for in the struggle 
for the love of a woman the sensitive and ddicate lover, 
may 'he be never so ardent, is always beaten by the 
athlete. 

It was more than probable that she gave herself to 
liim, more especially as she was free from responsibility 
and her woman’s heart pitied the lonely man. Had I 
been in the place of the offended husband should 1 have * 
acted otherf^ise? 1 hardly think so. 

But since the beloved lips never tired of using the 
sublime words “honour,” “decency,” “morality,” I 
refused to harbour any suspicions. 

For these reasons a woman will always get the better 
of her lover, if he be a man of honour. He JQatters him<v 
self that he is tlie only one, because he* wants to be the 
only one, and the wish is father to the thought. 

To-day Marie’s loyalty seems to me in the highest 
degree improbable, incredible, impossible. 

It was also a significant fact that the Baron, when we 
were alone together, always manifested a lively interest 
in other women; and one evening, after dining with him 
at a restaurant, he went so far as to ask me for certain 
addresses. Doubtless this was done in order to deceive me. 

Another thing which struck me was his attitude towards 
^arie; he - treated her with a somewhat contemptuous 
courtesj^; she behaved like a cocotte, and her passion for 
^me seemed to be more and more on the wane. 
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At -last Marie appeared before tfie footlights. She 
was a success for many and complex reasons. Firstly, 
everybody was curious to see a baroness on the stage; 
secondly, the middle-classes were sympathetic because they 
delighted in the blow dealt to aristocratic prestige by 
this divorce; the bachelors, the sexless, the enemies of 
matrimonial slavery, lavished flowers on her; not to for¬ 
get the friends and relations of the great actor, who were 
interested in her because he had been her teacher and was 
bringing her out. 

After the performance the Baron asked both of us, 
and the old lady with whom Marie was living, to supper. 
^ Everybody was charmed with the result and intoxicated 
with the success^ I was displeased with Marie’s appear¬ 
ance because she had not removed her make-up, and her 
hair was still dressed as she had worn it on the stage. 
She was no longer the virginal mother with whom I had 
fallen in love, but an actress with insolent gestures, bad 
manners, boastful, overbearing, behaving with a kind of 
offensive foppishness. 

In her imagination she had scaled the highest summits 
of art, and ^e dismissed all my remarks, my suggestions, 
with a shnig of her shoulders or a condescending, 
dear, you know nothing about it.” 

The Baron wore a look of dejection, like an unhappy 
lover. But for my presence he would have kissed her. 
Under the influence of an incredible quantity of Madeira 
he opened his heart to us, and regretted ^at art, the 
divide, should claim so many crudi sacrifices. 

162 
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The press—which had been well-managed—confirmed 
her success, and au engagement seemed likely to follow. 

Two photographers fought for the honour of being 
permitted to photograph the debutante. A successful 
little magazine sold the portrait of the new star, together 
with her biography;. 

What struck me most in looking at these new portraits 
was the fact that not one of them resembled the old one 
in my possession. Was it possible that her character, the 
expression of her face, could have changed in so short a 
time, in a year ? Or was she a different woman when she 
reflected the love, the tenderness, the compassion which 
my eyes radiated as soon as I looked at her ? I'he expres¬ 
sion of her face on these portraits was vulgar, hard and 
insolent, every feature expressed a cruel coqu^ry, a 
challenge. One pose in particular disgusted me. She 
was represented leaning over the back of a low chair in 
such a manner that the beholder could see her bosom, 
which was only partly hidden by a fan resting against the 
upper part of her dress. Her eyes seeined riveted on the 
eyes of an invisible person, not myself, for my love, 
coupled ^ith respect and tenderness, never caressed her 
with the shameless sensuality which roused in her the 
passion of a wanton. The photograph reminded me of 
those obscene pictures which are furtively offered to the 
passers-by at the doors of low coffee-houses under cover 
of the night. 

When she offered me this portrait I refused to accept it. 

” What I ” she exclaimed in a piteous voice, which for 
a moment revealed her carefully concealed want of true 
refinement, ** you refuse my photograph ? Then you don't 
love me any more! " 

When a woman says to her lover, “You don't love 
me any more," she has already ceased to love him. 

1 knew from this moment that her love was growing 
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cotd. She realised that her feeble soul had drawn from 
me the courage, the boldness necessai^ to arrive at her 
goal, and she wanted to be rid of the troublesome 
creditor. She had been stealing my thoughts while she 
seemed to scorn them with her contemptuoiis, *‘You 
know nothing about it, my dear 1 ” ^ 

This uncultured woman, whose only accomplishment was 
her fluent'French, whose education had been neglected, 
who had been brought up in the country, who knew 
nothing of literature or the stage, to whom I had given 
the first lessons in the correct pronunciation of Swedish, 
to whom I had explained the secrets of metrics and 
prosody, treated me as if I were an idiot. 

I advised her to select for her second appearance in 
public^hich was to take place shortly, the principal part 
in the best melodrama on the repertoire. She refused. 
But a &w days later she informed me casually that the 
idea had occurred to her to choose this particular part. 

I analysed it for her, sketched the costumes, drew her 
attention to all the points to be made, showed her how to 
make her entrances and exits, and pointed out to her the 
features which should be specially emphasized. 

A secret struggle went on between the Baron and my¬ 
self. He, who stage-managed the performances of the 
Royal Guards, instructed the play-acting soldiers, fondly 
imagined himself to be better acquainted with theatrical 
affairs than 1 was. Marie valued his so-called hints more 
highly; accepted him as her authority, scorned my sug¬ 
gestions. Oh! the vileness of his conception of . 
aesthetics! He extolled the commonplace, the vulgar, the 
banal, because, as he said, it was true nature. 

{ admitted his arguments as far as modem comUfy was 
ccmcemed, for here the characters are deleted among 
the thousand details of everyday Ufe. But his theory 
became impossible whm applied, fbr instance, to English 
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melodrama; great passions cannot be expressed in fiie 
same way as the whims and witticisms of a drawing*room 
conversation. 

But this distinction was too subtle for a mediocr^brain, 
which could only generalise and assume that because a 
certain thing happened in one case, it must infallibly 
become the rule and happen in all others. 

On the day before her appearance Marie showed me 
her dresses. In spite of my opposition and entreaties 
she had chosen a dull grey material, most unbecoming to 
her because it gave h^r complexion an ashen hue. Her 
only reply had been a curt repulse and the truly feminine 
argument— 

** But Mrs. X., the great tragedienne, created ^e part 
in a grey dress I ” 

“True, but Mrs. X. is not fair like you! And what 
suits a dark woman doesn’t always suit a fair on%” 

She had not been able to see my point and had only 
been angry with me. 

I had prophesied a fiasco, and her {fhcond appearance 
really was a dead failure. 

The tears, the reproaches, the insults even which 
followed 1 

As misfortune would have it, a week later the great 
actress appeared in the same part, in a special perform¬ 
ance, and received cart-loads of flowers. 

Of course Marie was furious with me and made me 
tesponsible for her failure, simply because 1 had pro- 
.phesied it; the grief and disappointment brought her still 
nearer to the Baron; it drew them together with the 
sympathy which always unites inferior characters. 

I, man of letters, the playwright, the dramatic 
critic, at home in all the literatures, tlirough my w'ork 
and position at the library in correspondence with the 
finest intellects of the world, I was cast aside like a worn- 
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out garment^ treated like an idiot» considered of no more 
importance than a fcmtman or a dog. • 

But although her second appearance had been a failure^ 
she was engaged with a pay of 2,400 crowns ^ per annum. 
She had acquitted herself fairly well, but she had no 
great career before her. She would never rise above the 
level of a ** useful actress ”; she would be cast for small 
parts, scxdety women, mere dressed-up dolls, and spend 
her days at the dressmaker^s. Three, four, sometimes 
five different dresses on one and the same evening would 
swallow up her insufiicient pay. c 

What bitter disappointments, what heart-rending 
scenes, as she watched her parts grow smaller and smaller, 
until they consisted of a few sentences only. Her room 
had the appearance of a dressmaker’s workshop, littered 
Tcith dress materials, patterns and millinery. Tlie mother, 
the real grande dame who had left her drawing-rooms, 
renounced dress and fashion, to devote her life to a 
lofty ideal of art, had become a bungling seamstress 
who worked at Hhr sewing machine till midnight, so that 
she might play before an indifferent bourgeoisie for a few 
minutes the part of a society woman. 

The waste of time behind the scenes during rehearsal, 
when she stood in the wings for hours waiting for her 
cue which should bring her before the footlights to say 
two or three words, developed in her a taste for gossip, 
for idle talk and risky stories; it killed all honest striving 
to rise above her condition; the soul was shorn of its 
wings and was flung to earth, into the gutter. 

The disintegrating process went on. She continued to 
deteriorate, and after her dresses had been remcKlelled 
again and again for want of means to buy new cSnes, she 
was deprived of even her small parts and degraded to the 
r61e of a walker on. Poverty was staring her in the face, 
and her mother, a modem Cassandra, made life a burden 

^ A Swedish <»owa is equivalent to Is. 4d. 
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to her; the public, well acquainted with her sensational 
divorce, and the premature death of her little girl, cried 
out against the unfaithful wife, the unnatural mother. 
It was but a question of time and the manager of the 
theatre would not be able to protect her against the 
antipathy of the qudience; the great actor, her teacher, 
disowned her and admitted his mistake in believing in her 
talent. 

So much ado, so much unhappiness, to humour a woman 
who did not know her own mind. 

And still matters ^rew worse,* for Marie’s mother sud¬ 
denly died of heart disease, of a broken heart, as it was 
called, broken with sorrow, caused by her unnatural 
daughter. Again my honour was involved. 1 was furious 
witli the injustice of the world, and made a desperate 
effort to vindicate her honour. I proposed the foundation 
of a weekly paper, for the discussion of the drama, music, 
literature and art, and she, thankful now for every effort 
to help her, gratefully accepted my proposal. In this 
paper she was to make her d4but as a critic and writer 
of feuilletons, and so gradually become acquainted with 
publiriiers. She sunk two hundred crowns in the enter¬ 
prise. I undertook the editorial work and proof-reading. 
Since I was well aware of my complete incapacity as a 
business manager, I left her to attend to the sale and 
advertisements, the proceeds of which she was to share 
with the manager of her theatre, who was also the 
proprietor of a news stall. 

The first number was set and looked very well indeed. 
It contained a leader written by one of our rising artists; 
an original article from a correspondent in Rome; another 
one from Paris; a critique on a musical performance 
by a distinguished writer and contributor to one of 
the first Stockholm papers; a literary review written 
by myself; a feuilleton and reports on first nights by 
Blarie. 
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it would have been impossible to improve the arrange¬ 
ments made; the great thing was tq publish the first 
number at the time advertised. Everything was ready, 
but at the last moment we lacked the necessary funds and 
credit. 

Alas! I had put my fate into the ^ands of a woman 1 
On the day of the publication she remained calmly in bed 
and slept till broad daylight. 

Convinced that everything was well, I a^ent to town, 
t>ut everywhere on my way I was greeted with sarcastic 
smiles. 

“ Well, where is the wonderful paper to be had ? ” I 
was asked the question dozens of times by the numerous 
people interested in its appearance. 

“ Everywhere I ” 

“Or nowhere! ” 

1 went into a newspaper shop. 

“ We haven’t received it yet,” said the assistant behind 
the counter. 

I rushed to th^ printing-office. It had not left the 
press yet. 

A complete failure I We had an angry scene. Her 
inborn carelessness and ignorance of the publishing trade 
exonerated her to some extent. She had completely relied 
on her friend, the theatrical manager. 

The two hundred crowns were gone. My time, my 
honour, the eager thought I had devoted to the scheme, 
all were wasted. 

In this general shipwreck one haunting thought re¬ 
mained : our condition was hopeless. 

I proposed that we should die together. What was to 
become of us? She was quite broken down and I had 
not the strength to lift her up a second time. 

Let us die,” I said to her. “ Don’t let us degenerate 
into walking corpses and obstruct the path of the Kving*” 

She refused. 
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What a coward yon were, my proud Marie 1 And 
how cruel it. was*of you to make me a witness of the 
spectacle of your downfall, the laughter and sneers of 
the onlodcers I 

I spent the evening at my club, and when I went home 
that night I was intoxicated. 

I went to see her early on the following morning. The 
fldcohol seemed to have made me more clear-sighted. 
For the first time I noticed the change in her. Her room 
was untidy, her dress slovenly, her beloved little feet were 
thrust into a pair of ,old slippers', the stockings hung in 
wrinkles round her ankles. What squalor! 

Her vocabulary had become enriched by some ugly 
theatrical ^ slang; her gestures were reminiscent of the 
street, her eyes looked at me with hatred, an expression 
of tntterness drew down the corners of her mouth. 

She remained stooping over her work, without looking 
at me, as if she were thinking evil thoughts. 

Suddenly, without raising her head, she said hoarsely— 

“Do you know, Axel, what a woman is justified in 
expecting from the man with whom she is on intimate 
terms, such as we are ? ” 

Thunderstruck, unwilling to trust my ears, I faltered— 

“No . , . what?** 

“What does a woman expect from her lover? ** 

“Level ** 

“ And what else ? *’ 

“ Money I ** 

The vulgar word saved her from further questioning, 
and 1 left her, convinced that 1 had guessed correctly. 

“Prostitute! Prostitute! ** I said to myself, stumb¬ 
ling through the streets, the autumnal appearance of 
which depressed my spirits. We had arrived at the last 
stage*. . . All that remained to do was to make payment 
for pleasures received, to admit the trade without e^ame. 

If she had been poor, at least, suffering from want! 
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But she had just come into her mother’s moneys the 
entire furniture of a house, and a number of shares, some 
of doubtful value, but nevertheless representing two or 
three thousand crowns; moreover, she was still receiving 
her pay regularly from the theatre. 

I could not understand her attitude . . . until sud¬ 
denly I remembered her landlady and intimate friend. 

She was an abominable, elderly woman, with the sus¬ 
picious manners of a procuress; nobody knew how she 
lived; she was always in debt, yet always extravagantly 
and strikingly dressed; somehow^ she managed to in¬ 
gratiate herself Tilth people, and she always ended by 
asking them for a small loan, eternally bewailing her 
miserable existence. A shady character, who hated me 
because I saw through her. 

Now I suddenly remembered an incident which had 
happened two or three months ago, but which had not 
interested me at the time. The woman had extracted a 
promise from a friend of Marie’s to lend her a thousand 
crowns. The pfomise had remained a promise. Event¬ 
ually Marie, giving way to pressure and anxious to save 
the reputation of her friend, who was badly compromised, 
guaranteed to find the money, and actually raised the 
sum. But instead of gratitude she reaped nothing but 
reproaches from her friend, and when it came to ex¬ 
planations, the old woman insisted on her perfect innocence 
and laid the full blame on Marie’s shoulders. 1 had at the 
time expressed my dislike and distrust of her, and urged 
Marie to have nothing to do with an individuai whose 
manipulations came very close to blackmail. 

But she had exonerated her false friend at the time. 
• . . Later on she told a different story alt(^ether, talked 
of a misunderstanding; in the end the whole incident 
beo^e an invention of my evil imagination.” 

PossiUiy this woman had suggested to Marie the vile 
idea of ** presenting me with the bill.” It must have 
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been so, for the euggestion had not been made easily and 
was most unlike her. I tried to make myself believe it,' 
hope it. 

* If she had merely asked me for the money which she 
had invested in the paper, the money which had been 
lost through her «fault—^that would have been female 
mathdnatics. Or, if she had insisted on an immediate 
marriage I But she had no wish to be married, I was 
sure of that. It was a question of paying for the love, 
the kisses she had given me. It was payment she de¬ 
manded. . . . Supposing I sent* her in my bill: for my 
work according to time and quality, for the waste of 
brain power, of nerve force, for iny heart’s blood, my 
name, my honour, my sufferings; the bill for my career, 
ruined, perhaps, for ever. 

But no, it was her privilege to send in the first bill; 
I took no exception to that. 

1 spent my evening at a restaurant, wandered through 
the streets and pondered the problem of degradation. 
Why is it so painful to watch a person sink? It must 
be because there is something unnatural in it, for nature 
demands personal progress, evolution, and every backward 
step means the disintegration of force. 

The same argument applies to the life of the community 
where everybody strives to reach the material or spiritual 
summits. Thence comes the tragic feeling which seizes 
us in the contemplation of failure, tragic as autumn, 
sickness and death. This woman, who had not yet 
reached her thirtieth year, had been young, beauti^, 
frank, honest, amiable, strong and well-bred; in two short 
years she had been so degraded, had fallen so low. 

For a moment I tried to blame myself; the thought that 
the &ult was mine would have been a comfort to me, for 
it would have made her shame seem less. But try as I 
would, I did not succeed, for had I not taught her the cult 
of the beautiful ? the love of high ideals ? the longing to do 
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noble acts? While she adopted the vulgarities of her 
theatrical friendsi I had improved, I had acquired the 
manners and language of fashionable^ society, I had 
learned that self-control which keeps emotion in check 
and is considered the hall-mark of good breeding. I had 
become chaste in love, anxious to spare modesty, not to 
offend against beauty and seemliness, for thus only can 
we forget the brutality of an act which to my mind is 
much more spiritual than physical. 

I was rough sometimes, it is true, but never vulgar. I 
killed, but never wounded. I called a spade a spade, but 
never hinted and insinuated; my ideas were my own, 
prompted by the situations in which I happened to find 
myself; I never tried to daz^e with the witticisms of 
musical comedies or comic papers. 

1 loved cleanliness, purity, beauty in my daily surround¬ 
ings; I preferred to refuse an invitation to accepting it 
and appearing badly dressed. I never recmed her in 
dressing-gown and slippers; I may not always have been 
able to offer a gtiest more than bread and butter and a 
glass of beer, but there was always a clean table-cloth. 

1 had not set her a bad example; it was not my fault 
that she had deteriorated. Her love for me was dead, 
therefore she did not want to please me any longer. She 
belonged to the public, it was that fact which had made 
her the wanton w'ho could calmly present her bill for so 
many nights of pleasure. . . . 

During the next few days I shut myself up in my 
Ujmary. I mourned for my love, my splendid, fo<fiish^ 
dmne love. All was over, and ihe battlefield on whidb 
the struggle had raged was silent and still. Two dead 
and so .^any wounded to satisfy a woman who was not 
wortl]^ pair of old shoes I If her passion had at least 
been ^roused by the longing for motherhood, if she had 
been i^ded by the unrealised instincts which force those 
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unfortunates who are mothers on the streets! But she 
detested children; her eyes motherhood was degrading. 
Unnatural and perverse woman that she was, she debased 
the maternid instinct to a vulgar pleasure. Her race was 
doomed to extinction because she was a degenerate, in the | 
process of dissoluticvn; but she concealed this dissolution 
under high-sounding phrases, proclaimed that it was our 
duty to live for higher ends, for the good of humanity 
at large. 

I loathed her now, I tried to forget her. I paced the 
room, up and down, yp and doi^n, before the rows of 
book-shelves, unable to rid myself of the accursed night¬ 
mare which haunted me. 1 had no desire for her, or for 
her company, for she inspired me with disgust; and yet 
a deep compassion, an almost paternal tenderness made 
me feel responsible for her future. I knew that if 1 left 
her to her own devices, she would go wider, and end 
either as the mistress of her late husband, or the mistress 
of all the world. 

I was powerless to lift her up, powerless to struggle out 
of the morass into which we had fallen. I resigned myself 
to remain tied to her, even if I had to witness and share 
in her downward course. She was dragging me down 
with her—^life had become a burden to me, I had lost 
all enthusiasm for my work. The instinct of self-preserva¬ 
tion, hope, were dead. I wanted nothing, desired nothing. 

I had developed into a complete misanthrope; I frequently 
turned away from the door of my restaurant and, for¬ 
going dinner, returned home, threw myself on my sof^ 
and buried myself under my rugs. There I lay, like a 
wild beast that has received its death wound, rigid, with 
an empty brain, imable to think or sleep, waiting for the 
end. 

One day, however, I was sitting in a back room of my 
restaurant, a private room where lovers meet and diabby 
coats hide thmselves, both afraid of the daylighk^ All 
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at once a well-known voice woke me from my reverie: a 
man wished me a good afternoon. , 

He was an unsuccessful architect^ a lost member of our 
late Bohemia^ which w'as now scattered to all the winds. 

** You are still among the living, then ? ’’ he said, sitting 
down opposite me. • 

‘^1 am . . . but w'hat about you? ” 

“I*m so-so ... off to Paris to-morrow . . . some 
fool left me ten thousand crowms.” 

“ Lucky dog I ” 

“ Unfortunately I have to devoui^it all by myself . . .** 
** The misfortune is not so great, I know a set of teeth 
ready to help you.” 

**Really? Would you care to come? . . 

“ Only too glad to! ” 

“ Is it a bargain then ? ” 

“ It’s a bargain.” 

** To-morrow night, by tlie six o’clock train, to 
Paris. ...” 

And afterwards? . . .” 

** A bullet through the head I ” 

“The devil! Where did you get this idea from? ” 

“ From your face! Suicide is plainly written on it I ” 
“ Haruspex! Well, pack up and come along I ” 
When 1 saw Marie that night I told her the good news. 
She listened with every appearance of pleasure, wished 
me a pleasant time, and repeated again and again that 
it would do me a world of good, w^ould refresh me 
mentally. In short, she seemed well pleased, and over¬ 
whelmed me with affection, which touched me deefdy. 

We spent the evening together, talking of the da^ 
which JljjBid gone by. We made no plans, for we had 
faiilv^m the future. Then we parted. . . • For evd? 

The question was not mooted; we silently agreed to 
le4ve it to ^ance to reunite os or not. 



IV 


The Journey really rejuvenated me. It stirred up the 
memories of my early youth and 1 felt a mad Joy surging 
in my heart; I wanted to forget the last two years of 
misery, and not for one single moment did I feel inclined 
to speak of Marie. The whole 'tragedy of the divorce 
was like a repulsive heap of offal, from which I was eager 
to fly without turning round. 1 could not help smiling 
in my sleeve at times, like a fugitive who is firmly resolved 
not to be taken again; I felt like a debtor who has 
escaped from his creditors and is hiding in a distant 
country. 

For two weeks I revelled in the Paris theatres, museums 
and libraries. I received no letters from Marie, and was 
beginning to hope that she had got ovet our separation 
and that everything was well in the best of all possible 
worlds. 

But after a certain time I grew tired of wandering 
about, and sated with so many new and strong impres¬ 
sions ; things began to lose their interest. 1 stayed in my 
room and read the papers, oppressed by vague appre¬ 
hensions, by an inexplicable uneasiness. 

The vision of the white woman, the Fata Morgana of 
the virginal mother began to haunt me and disturbed my 
peace. The picture of the insolent actress was wiped out 
of my memory; I remembered only the Baroness, young, 
bc^tiful; her fragile body transfigured and clothed with 
the beauty of the Land of Promise, dreamed of by the 
ascHet, 

1 was indulging in those painful and yet d^cious dreams 
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when 1 received a letter from Marie, in which she informed 
me in heartbreaking^ words that she was about* to 
become a mother, and implored me to save her from 
dishonour. 

Without a moment’s hesitation 1 packed my port¬ 
manteau. I left Paris by the first train for Stockholm. 
I was-going to make her my wife. 

I had no doubt about the paternity of the expected 
baby. 1 looked upon the result of our irregular relations 
as a blessing, as the end of our sufferings; but also as a 
fact which burdened us with a heavy responsibility, which 
might spell ruin; at the same time, however, it was the 
starting point into the unknown; something quite new. 
Moreover, 1 always had a very high conception of married 
life; 1 considered it the only possible form under which 
two persons of opposite sex could live together, life 
together held no terror for me. My love received a fresh 
stimulus from the fact that Marie was about to become a 
mother; she arose purified, ennobled, from the mire of our 
illicit relationship. 

On my arrival at Stockholm she received me ve^ un¬ 
graciously and accused me of having deceived her. We 
had a painful scene—but need she have been so surprised 
after all that had happened during the last twelve months ? 

She. hated matrimony. Her objectionable friend had 
impres^ upon her that a married woman is a slave who 
works for her husband gratuitously. I detest slaves, and 
therefore proposed a modern manage, in keeping with our 

views, 

* 

I suggested that we should take three rooms, one lor 
her, one for myself and a common room. We should 
neither do our own housekeeping, nor have any servants 
in the house. Dinner^ should be sent in from a neigh¬ 
bouring restaurant, breakfast and sapper be prepared in 

kitchen bj(,a daily servant. In this way expenses were 
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easily calculated and the causeei for unpleasantness reduced 
to a minimum. ^ 

To avoid every suspicion of living on my wife’s dowry, 
I suggested that it should be settled on her. In the North 
a man considers himself dishonoured by the acceptance 
of his wife’s dowry, which in civilised countries forms 
a sort of contribution from the wife, and creates in her 
the illusion that her husband is not keeping her entirely. 
To avoid a bad start it is the custom in Germany and 
Denmark for the wife to furnish the house; this creates 
the impression on the hpsband that he is living in his wife’s 
house, and in the latter that she is in her own home, 
maintaining her husband. 

Marie had recently inherited her mother’s furniture, 
articles without any intrinsic value, their only claim to 
distinction being a certain sentimental merit of old associa¬ 
tion and an air of antiquity. She proposed that she 
should furnish the rooms, arguing that it would be absurd 
to buy furniture for three rooms when she had enough 
for six. I willingly agreed to her proposal. 

There only remained one more point, the main one, 
the expected baby. We were agreed on the necessity of 
keeping its birth a secret, and we decided to place it with' 
a reliable nurse until such time as we could adopt it. 

The wedding was fixed for the 31st of December. 
During the remaining two months I strained eveiir nerve 
to make adequate provision for the future. For this 
purpose, -and knowing that Marie would soon be com¬ 
pelled to renounce her work at the theatre, I renewed my 
literary efforts. I worked with such ease that at the end 
of the first month 1 was able to offer for publication a 
v<dume of short stories, which was accepted without 
difficulty. 

Fortune favoured me; 1 was appointed assistant- 
librarian with a salary of twelve hundred^ crowns, and 
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when the collections were transferred from the old build* 
ing to the new one I received a boi^us of six hundred 
crowns. This was good fortune indeed, and taken to¬ 
gether with other favourable omens I began to think that 
a relentless fate had tired of persecuting me. 

The first and foremost magazine in Finland offered me 
a post on the staff as reviewer at fifty crowns for each 
article. The ofiicial Swedish Journal, published by the 
Acadmny, gave me the much-coveted order to write the 
reviews on art for thirty-five crowns the column. Besides 
all this I was entrusted with the (.revision of the classics 
which were being published at that time. 

All this good fortune came to me in those two months, 
the most fateful months of my whole life. 

My short stories api^eared almost immediately and were 
a great success. I was hailed as a master of this particular 
style; it was said that the book was epoch-making in the 
literature of Sweden, because it was the first to introduce 
modern realism. 

It was unspeakable happiness to me to lay at the feet 
of my poor, adored Marie a name which, apart from the 
titles of a royal secretary and assistant-librarian, was 
beginning to be known, with every prospect of a brilliant 
future* 

Some day I should be able to give her a fresh start, to 
re-open, her theatrical cateer, which for the moment had 
been interrupted by, perhaps, undeserved misfortune. 

Fortune was smiling at us with a tear in the eye* . . . 

The banns were published. 1 packed my bdongings 
and said good-bye to my attic, the witness of many joys 
and sorrows. I marched into that prison which ail ter, 
but which, perhaps, we had less cause to dread than 
others, since we had foreseen all dangers, removed sB 
stui^Uing blocks. . . . And yet . . . 



PART III 


1 

What inexpressible liappiness it is to be married I 
To be always near the beloved one, safe from the pryipg 
eyes of the fatuous world. If is as if one had regained 
the home of one’s childhood with its sheltering love, a 
safe port after the storm, a nest which awaits the little 
ones. 

Surrounded by nothing but objects which belonged to 
her, mementoes and relics of her parents’ house, I felt 
as if I were a shoot grafted on her trunk; the oil paint- 
ings of her ancestors deluded me into thinking that 1 
had been adopted by her family, because her ancestors 
will also be the ancestors of my children. I received 
everything from her hand; she made me wear her father’s 
watch and chain; my dinner was served on her mother’s 
china; she poured on me a continuous stream of trifling 
presents, relics of old times, which had belonged to 
famous warriors celebrated by the poets of her country, 
a fact which impressed me not a little. She was the 
benefactress, the generous giver of all these gifts, and I 
entirely forgot that it was I who had reclaimed her, lifted 
her out of the mire, made her the wife of a man with 
bHliiant prospects; forgot that she had been an unknown 
actress, a divorced wife condemned by her sisters, a 
woman whom very probably I had saved from the worst. 

What a happy life we led I We realised the dream of 

freedom in marriage. No double-bed, no common bed- 
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roomy no common dressing-room; nothing unseemly 
degraded the sanctity of our union. Marriage as ^ 
understood and realised it was a spibidid institution. 
The tender good-nights, repeated again and again; the 
joy of wishing each other good morning, of asking how 
we had^ slept, were they not due to^ the fact that we 
occupied separate rooms ? How delightful were the stolen 
'visits to ^ch other, the courtesy and fl^ndemess which 
we hever forgot I How different compared with the 
brazen boldness, the more or less graciously endured 
brutalities which are as a rule inseparable from matrimony. 

I got through an amazing amount of work, staying at 
home by the side of my beloved wife who was sewing 
tiny garments for the expected baby. What a lot of 
time I had wasted in rendezvous and idleness in the 
days gone byl 

After a month of the closest companionship Marie was 
laid up with a premature coniinement. We had a tiny 
daughter, hardly able to draw breath. Without a 
moment’s delay the baby was taken charge of by a nurse 
whom we knew to be a decent woman, and two days later 
it passed away as it had come, without pain, from sheer 
want of vitality, just after it had received private 
baptism. 

The mother received the news with regret, but it was 
regret not unmingled with relief. A burden of infinite 
cares and worries had fallen off her shoulders, for well 
she knew that social prejudice would not have permitted 
her to keep the prematurely-born infant under our own 
roof. 

After this incident we firmly made up our minds to 
one thing: No more children! We dreamed of a life 
together, a life of perfect comradeship, of a man and a 
woman, loving and supplementing each other, but living 
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their own lives, restlessly straining every nerve to realise 
their individual ambitions. 

Now that every obstacle had been removed, every 
threatening danger overcome, we began to breathe freely 
and reconsider our position. I was ostracised^^by my 
rdations, no med&esome member of my family threat* 
ened the peace t>f our home, and since the only relative 
of my wife’s who lived on the spot was her aunt, w«bvwere 
spared the frequent calls and visits which so often give 
rise to serious troubles and trials in a young m4nage. 



II 


^v, Iftter I made the discovery that two intruders 

, had insinuated themselves into my wife’s confidence. 

Qne of them was a dog, a King Charles, a blear-eyed 
iStle monster, which greeted me 'ff^th deafening yelf^ng 
and barking every time I entered the house, just as if I 
tdiad been a stranger. I always disliked dogs, those pro¬ 
tectors of cowards who lack the courage to fight a? 
assailant themselves; but I particularly disliked this dog* 
because it was a relic of her first marriage, a cons^t 
reminder of her late husband. 

The first time I protested, and ordered it to lie down, 
my wife reproached me gently, and made excuses for 
the little beast, which she called her late daughter’s 
legacy, pretending to be horror-struck at this suddenly 
revealed strain of cruelty in my disposition. 

One day I found traces of the Httle monster on the 
drawing-room carpet. I punished it, and she called me 
a coward who ill-treated dumb creatures. 

^“^^But what else could I do, my dear? It’s no use 
arguing with animals; they don’t understand our 
language.” 

She began to cry, and sobbingly confessed that^e 
jcould not help being afraid of a cruel man. . • . 

And the monster continued to dirty the drawing-room 
carpet. 4 

1 decided to take the trouble to train the dog, anthdid 
my utmost to convince her that a little perseverance does 
wonders with an uitelligent animal. 

She lost her temper, and for the first time drew 
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. my attention to .the fact *that th^ cfirpet^!olI|fed to 
•her. ,, ^ " 

''Take il away, then; I nc^ver undertook to live in 
# pig-sty.” 

The carpet remained where it was, but the dog was*" 
watched more cai^^Iy; my remonstrances ^ had some 
effect. 

Nevertheless fresh catastrophes occurred. 

. In order to keep down our expenditure and sa^ tlie 
trouble and expense of a kitchen fire, we decided to have 
a cold supper in the evening. Entering the kitchen acdf- 
dentally on one occasion, I was amcused to find a roaring 
fire and the maid engaged in frying veal cutlets. 

“ Who are these cutlets for ? ” 

“ For the dog, sir.” 

My wife joined us. 

“ My dear girl-” 

Excuse me, I paid;for theml ’* 

V But 1 have to be content with a cold supper I I fare 
w'orse Hian your dog. . . . And I, too, pay.” 

She paid I 

Henceforth the dog was looked upon as a martyr. 
Marie and a friend, a brand-new friend, adopted the habit 
of worshipping the beast, which they had decorated with 
a blue ribbon, behind locked doors. And the dear friexu} 
heaved a sigh at the thought of so much human 
incarnate in my detestable person. 

An irrepressible hatred for this interloper who was 
ewlrywhere in my way, took possession of me. My wife, 
with a down pillow and some blankets, made a bed las 
it whidh obstructed my way whenever I wanted to say 
good*moming or good-night to her. And on every 
Saturday, the day I looked forward to through a week 
of tcdl, counting on a pleasant evening with her alone 
when, undisfarbed, we could talk of the past and make 
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plans Ibr tllb future, she spent three hours with her 
mend in the kitchen; the maid made up a blazing dre; 
the whole place was turned upside down—and why? 
Because Saturday was the monster’s tub-day. 

Don’t you think you are treating me heartlessly,* 
cruelly? ” * 

'*How dare you call her heartless?” exclaimed the 
friend.. gentler soul never breathed. Why, she 
doesn’t even shrink from sacridcing her own and her 
husband’s happiness to a poor forsaken animal! ” 

Some little time after I sat downtto a dinner w^hich was 
below criticism. 

• For some time past the food which was sent in daily 
from a neighbouring restaurant had been steadily 
deteriorating, but my beloved wife, with her irresistible 
sweetness, had made me believe that I had grown more 
fastidious. And I had not doubted her word, for 1 
always took her at her own valuation and looked upon 
her as the soul of truth and candour. 

The fatal dinner was served. There was nothing on 
the dish but bones and sinew's. 

“What is this you are putting before me? ” I asked 
the maid. 

“I am sorry, sir,” she replied, “but I had orders to 
reserve the best pieces for the dog.” 

Beware of the w'oman who has been found out I Her 
wrath will fall on your head with fourfold strength. 

She sat as if struck by lightning, unmasked, show*; up 
as a liar, a cheat even, for she had always insisted *iiat 
she was paying for the dog’s food out of her own pocket. 
Her pallor and silence made me feel sorry for her. I 
blushed for her, and hating to see her humiliated, I 
behaved like a generous conqueror, and tried to console 

hey. I playfully patted her cheek and told her not to 
mind. 
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But generosity was not one of her virtues. She burst 
into a torrent of aijgry words: My origin was very evident; 
I had no education, no manners, since I rebuked her 
before a servant, a stupid girl who had misunderstood 
her instructions. There was no doubt that I, and I only, 
was to blame. Hysterics followed, she grew more and 
more violent, jumped up from her chair, threw herself on 
the sofa, raved like a maniac, sobbed and screamed that 
she was dying. 

1 was sceptical, and remained untouched. 

Such a fuss, and all* about a dog I 

But she continued to scream; it was a frightful scene; 
a terrible cough shook her frame, which since her con¬ 
finement had grown even more fragile; I was deceived 
after all, and sent for the doctor. 

He came, examined her heart, felt her pulse, and surlily 
turned to go; I stopped him on the threshold. 
“Well?’’ 

“H’mf nolliing at all,’’ he answered, putting on his 
overcoat. 

“Nothing? . . . But. . . .'’ 

“Nothing whatever. . . . You ought to know 
women. . . . Good day I ” 

If I had only known then what I know now, if 1 had 
knowm the secret, tlie remedy for hysteria which I have 
discovered since! But the only thing w'hich occurred to 
me at the time was to kiss her eyes and ask her pardon. 
And that was what I did. She pressed me to her heart, 
called me her sensible child w'ho should take care of her 
because she w'as very delicate, very weak, and would die 
one day if her little boy had not the sense to avoid scenes. 

To make her quite happy I took her dog upon my knees 
and stroked its back; and for the next half hour I was 
rewarded with looks full of the tenderest affection and 
gratitude. 
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From that day the dog was allowed to do exactly as it 
liked, and it dirtied the place without shame or restraint. 
Sometimes it seemed to me that it did it out of revenge. 
But I controlled my temper. 

I waited for a favourable opportunity, for the happy 
chance which would deliver me from fhe torture of a Hfe 
spent in an unclean home. . . . 

And the moment arrived. On returning to dinner one 
day, I found my wife in tears. She was in great distress. 
Dinner was not ready. The maid was looking for the 
lost dog. * 

Hardly able to conceal my joy, I made every effort to 
comfort my inconsolable wife. But she could not under¬ 
stand my sjnnpathy with her grief, for she realised my 
inward satisfaction in finding the enemy gone. 

^‘You are delighted, 1 know you are,” she exclaimed. 
** You find amusement in the misfortunes of your friends. 
That shows how full of malice you are, and that you donH 
love me any more.” 

“My love for you is as great as ever it was, believe 
me, but I detest your dog.” 

“If you love me, you must love my dog too I ” , 

“ If I didn’t love you, 1 should have strode you before 
now I ” 

The effect of my words was startling. To strike a 
woman I Carried away by her resentment, she reproached 
me with having turned out her dog, poisoned it. 

We went to every police-station, we paid a visit to the 
'knacker, and in the end the disturber of our peace and 
happiness was recovered. My wife and her friend, 
regarding me as a poisoner, or at any rate a potential 
pedsoner, edebrated its recovery with great rejoicings. 

Henceforth the monster was kept a prisoner in my 
wife’s bedroom; that charming retreat of ^ve, fttrnidicd 
with exquisite taste, was turned into a dog^ kennel. 

Our small flat became uninhabitable, our home-life full 
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of jars. I ventured to make a remark to the effect, but 
my wife replied that her room was her own. 

Then 1 started on a merciless crusade. I left her 
severdy alone; and by and by she found my reserve 
unbearable. , 

‘*Why do you never come to say good-morning to 
me now ? ” 

“Because I can't get near you.” 

She sulked. I sulked too. For another fortnight I 
lived in celibacy. Then, tired out, she found herself 
compelled to moke friends. She took the first step, but 
she hated me for it. 

She decided to have the troublesome interloper 
destroyed. But instead of having it done forthwith, 
she invited her friend to assist her in the enactment of 
a farewell farce, entitled “The Last Moments of the 
Condemned.” She went to the length of begging me 
on her knees to embrace the wretched little brute as a 
proof that 1 harboured no ill-will, arguing that dogs 
might possibly have an immortal soul and that we might 
meet again in another world. The result was that 1 
gave the dog its life and freedom, an action which found 
its reward in her gratitude. 

At times 1 fancied that I was living in a lunatic asylum, 
but one does not stand upon trifies when one is in love. 

This scene, “The Last Moments of the Condemned,” 
was renewed every six months during the next three 
years. 

You, reader, who read this plain tale of a man, a 
woman and a dog, will not deny me your compassion, 
for my sufferings lasted three times three hundred and 
sixty-five days of twenty-four hours each. You will 
perhaps admire me, for I remained alive. If it be true, 
however, tha^ I am insane, as my wife maintains, blame 
no one but myself, for I ought to have had the courage 
to get rid of the dog once and for all. 



Ill 


Mabik’s frieiid was an old maid of about forty years, 
mysterious, full of ideals with which I had lost all 
sympathy long ago. 

She was my wife’s consoler. In her arms she wept 
over my dislike of her dog. She Vas a ready listener to 
Marie’s abuse of matrimony, the slavery of women. 

She was rather reserved and careful not to interfere; 
anyhow I noticed nothing, for I was completely pre¬ 
occupied with my work. But I had an idea that she was 
in the habit of borrowing small sums from my wife. I 
said nothing until one day I saw her carrying off some 
of the table silver w'ith the intention of pawning it for 
her own benefit. 

1 said a word or two about it to Marie, and gave her 
to understand that even under the dotal system this sort 
of comradeship was very unwise. She never dreamed of 
helping me, her husband and best friend, in this way, 
although I was in difiiculties and worried by debts. 

Since you listen to such proposals from strangers,” 
I said to her, “why not lend me your shares? I could 
raise money on them.” 

She objected, arguing that the shares had fallen so 
low as to be practically valueless and consequently unsale¬ 
able. Moreover it was against her principles to transact 
business with her husband. 

“But you don’t object to a stranger, who can give 
you no security whatever, who lives on a pension of 
seventy-five crowns per annum! Don’t you think, it 

wroi^ to refuse to help your husband who is trying to 

188 ' 



THE CONFESSION OF A FOOL 18 D 

I 

make a career, and provision for you when you have spent 
your own money, not to mention the fact that your 
interests are identida] with his? ’’ 

She yielded, and the loan of three thousand five hundred 
francs, or thereabouts, in doubtful shares, was granted. 

From this day onward she looked upon herself as my 
patroness, and told everybody who cared to listen that 
she had safeguarded my career by sacrificing her dowry. 
The fact of my being a well-known writer before I had 
ever set eyes on her was quite lost sight of. But it was 
bliss to me to look up l;o her, to be indebted to her for 
everything: my life, my future, my happiness. 

In our marriage contract 1 had insisted on settling all 
her property on herself, partly because her financial 
affairs were chaos. The Baron owed her money; but 
instead of paying her in cash, he had guaranteed a loan 
which she had raised. In spite of all my precautions I 
was requested by the bank on the morning after our 
wedding to guarantee the sum. My objections were so 
much waste of breath; the bank did not look upon my 
wife as responsible, since by her second marriage she had 
again legally become a minor. 'I''o my great indignation 
I was compelled to sign the guarantee, to put my 
signature by the side of that of the Baron. 

In my perfect simplicity I had no idea of what I was 
doing. It merely seemed to me that what every man of 
the world would have done in my place, was the right 
thing to do. 

One evening, while I was closeted in my room with a 
friend, the Baron called. It was his first call since our 
wedding. My predecessor’s visit seemed to me in bad 
taste, to say the least of it; but since he did not mind 
meeting me, 1 pretended to be pleased to see him. When 
I accompanied my friend to the door, however, I did not 
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think it necessary to introdttce him* X4iter on^ my wife 
reproached me for llie omission, and called me unmannerly. 
I accused both her and the Baron of tactlessness. 

A violent quarrel ensued, in which she called me a 
boor. One word led to another, and certain pictures were 
mentioned which had once belonged to the Baron, but 
were now decorating my walls. 1 begged her to send 
them bi|ck to him. 

“You cannot return presents without hurting the 
giver,” she exclaimed. “ He doesn’t dream of returning 
the presents you gave him, but Ifeeps them as a proof of 
his friendship and trust.” 

The pretty word “trust ” disarmed me. But my‘eye 
fell on a piece of furniture which awakened unpleasant 
memories. 

“ Where does this writing-table come from ? ” 

“It was my mother’s.” 

She was speaking the truth, although she omitted to 
add that it had passed through her first husband’s house. 

What a strange lack of delicacy, what bad form, how 
utterly regardless of my honour! Was it done intention¬ 
ally so as to depreciate me in the eyes of my fellow^-men ? 
Had I fallen into a trap set by an unscrupulous woman ? 
I wondered. . . . 

Yet I surrendered unconditionally without struggling 
against her subtle logic, convinced that her aristocratic 
bringing-up ought to serve me as a guide in all doubtful 
cases where my education did not suffice. She had a ready 
answer to everything. The Baron had never bought » 
single piece of furniture. Everything belonged to her— 
and since the Baron did not scruple to keep my wife’s 
furniture, I need not scruple to acc^t all articles which 
belonged to my own wife. 

The last phrase: “ Since the Baron did not scruide to 
ke^ my wife’s furniture,” caused me lively satisfaction. 
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BecadM the pictures which hung in my drawing-room 
were proofs of a ^ noble trust and evidenced the ideal 
character of our relationship, they remained where they 
were; I even carried simplicity to the length of telling all 
inquisitive callers who cared to know who the giver of 
those landscapes wa(^. 

I never dreamed in those days that it was I, the man 
belonging to the middle-classes, who possessed tact and 
delicacy, instincts which are as frequently found amongst 
the lower strata of society as they are w'anting in men and 
women of the upper ones, where coarse minds are only 
too often cleverly concealed under a thin layer of veneer* 
Would that I had known what manner of woman she was 
in whose hands I had laid my fate! 

But I did not know it. 



IV 


As soon as Marie had got over her conlinement» which 
compelled her to live quietly for a time, she was seized 
with a craving for excitement. Under the pretext of 
studying her art, she visited the theatres and went to 
public entertainments while 1 stayed at home and worked. 
Protected by the title of a married woman, she was 
received in circles which had been closed to tiie divorced 
wife. She was anxious that I should accompany her, for 
she considered the fact of her husband’s absence prejudicial 
to her best interests. But 1 resisted, and while claiming 
for myself personal freedom, according to our verbal 
agreement, I allowed her absolute liberty, and let her go 
where she pleased. 

*‘But no one ever sets eyes on the husband,” she 
objected. 

“People will understand him,” I replied. 

The husband! The very way in which slie pronounced 
the word conveyed opprobrium; and she fell into the 
habit of treating me with a certain amount of super* 
ciliousness* 

During the solitary hours which 1 spent at home 1 
woriced at my ethnographical treatise, which was to be 
the ladder on which I hoped to climb to promotion at the 
library. I was in correspondence with all'the learned 
authorities in Paris, Berlin, Petersburg, Irkutsk and 
Peking, and, seated at my writing-table, I held in my 
hand the threads of a perfect net of inter-relations which 
stretehed all over the world. Marie did not approve of 

thhi work. She would have preferred to see me engaged 
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in writing comedies, and was angry with me. I begged 
her to await resui^, and not condemn my work prema> 
turely as waste of time. But she would have none of 
these Chinese researches which brought in no money. A 
new Xanthippe, she severely tried my Socratic patience 
by reiterating that I was frittering away her dowry—^her 
dowry 1 

My life was a strange mingling of sweetness and 
bitterness, and one of my greatest worries was Marie’s 
theatriccd career. In March it was rumoured that the 
company of the Royal *Theatre Would be reduced at the 
end of May, the period when contracts were renewed. 
This gave rise to fresh floods of tears during the next 
three months, in addition to the usual every-day griev¬ 
ances. The house was overrun by all the failures from 
the Royal Theatre. My soul, broadened and uplifted by 
the knowledge I had acquired, and the growth and 
development of my talent, rebelled against the presence 
of these unfit ones, these incapables who. possessed no 
culture, who were detestable on account of their vanity, 
their ceaseless flow of banalities, uttered in the slang of 
the theatre, which they called new truths. 

1 became so sick of the torture of their tittle-tattle 
that 1 begged to be in future excused from my wife’s 
parties. I urged her to cut her connection with those 
mental lepers, those disqualified ones, whose presence must 

necessity depress us and rob us of our courage. 

** Aristocrat! ” she sneered. 

** Aristocrat, if you like, but aristocrat in the true sense 
of the word,” I replied; ‘‘for I yearn for the summits 
of g^us, not for the mole-hills of the titled aristocracy. 
NeverUieless, X suffer all the sorrows of the disinherited.” 

When I ask myself to-day how 1 could have lived for 
years the slave of a woman who treated me disgracefully, 
who shamelessly robbed me in company of her friends 
0 
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and har dog» I come to the conclusion that it was thanks 
to my moderation, to my ascetic philosophy o£ life, which 
taught me not to be exacting, especiaby in love. I loved 
her so much that I irritated her, and more than once she 
plainly showed me that my passionate temperament bored 
her. But everything was forgotten dnd forgiven at those 
rare moments when she caressed me, when she toc^ my 
throbbing head into her lap, when her fingers played with 
my hair. Tliis was happiness unspeakable, and like a fool 
1 stammered out the confession that life without her 
would be impossible, that my exigence hung on a thread 
which she held in her hand. In this way I fostere,d a 
conviction in her that she was a higher being, and the 
consequence was that she treated me with flattery and 
blandishments as if I were a spoilt child. She knew that 
I was in her power, and did not scruple to abuse it. 

When the summer came she went into the country and 
took her maid with her. She moreover persuaded her 
friend to accompany her, for she was afraid of feeling 
lonely during the week when iny work kept me at the 
library. It was in vain that 1 objected, that I reminded 
her that her friend was not in a position to pay, and that 
our means were limited; Marie looked upon me as a 
‘‘spirit of evil,” and reproached me with speaking iU of 
everybody. 1 gave in eventually, in order to avoid 
unpleasantness. I gave in—^alasl I always gave in. 

After a whole week’s loneliness I welcomed Saturday 
as a red-letter day. With a jubilant heart 1 caught an 
early train and then set out joyfully for half-an-hour’s 
walk under the scorching sun, carrying bottles and pro* 
visions for the week. My blood danced through my 
veins, my pulses throbbed at the thought of seeing Marie 
in a few moments; she wojuld come to meet me with open 
arms, her hair fiying in the breeze, her face rotiy with 
the sarieet country air. ,In addition I was hungry and 
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looking forward to a gay little dinner, for 1 had eaten 
nothing‘since my #arly breakfast. At last the cottage 
among the dr-trees, close to the lake, came in sight. At 
the same time I caught a glimpse of Marie and her friend, 
in light summer dresses, stealing away to the bathing 
▼ans. I shouted to them with all the power of my lungs. 
They could not help hearing me, tor they were well within 
earshot. But they only hastened their footsteps, as if 
they were running away from me, and disappeared into a 
bathing van. What did it mean? 

The maid appeared as soon as’ she heard my footsteps 
in the house; she looked uneasy, afraid. 

“ Where are tlie ladies ? ” 

“They have gone to bathe, sir.” 

“ When will dinner be ready? ” 

“Not before four o’clock, sir. The ladies have only 
just got up, and 1 have been busy helping the young lady 
to dress.” 

“ Did you hear me call ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

... So they had really run away from me, driven from 
my presence by an uneasy conscience, and, hungry and 
tired as I was, I had to wait for a couple of hours for 
my dinner. 

What a reception after a week full of hard work and 
longing 1 The thought that she had run away from me 
like a school-girl caught breaking the rules stabbed me 
like a dagger. 

When she returned to the house 1 was fast asleep on 
the sofa, and in a very bad temper. She kissed me as if 
nothing had happened, trying to prevent the storm from 
breaking. But self-control is not always possible. A 
hungry stomach has no ears, and a distressed heart is 
not soothed by deceitful kisses. 

“Are you angry? ” 
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* ** My nerves are on edge, don’t irritate me*’* 

‘‘Fm not your cook! ” ^ 

never said you were, but don’t prevent the cook 
we have from doing her work 1 ” 

You forget that Amy, as our paying guest, is entitled 
to the services of our maid.” 

** Didn’t you hear me calling ? ” 

‘*No1” 

She was telling me lies. ... I felt as if my heart would 
break. 

Dinner—my eagerly-looked-fof’ dinner—was a long 
torture. The afternoon was dismal; Marie wept and 
inveighed against matrimony, holy matrimony, the only 
true happiness in the world, crying on the shoulder of 
her friend, covering her villainous little dog with kisses. 

Cruel, false, deceitful—^and sentimental! 

And so it went on during the whole summer in infinite 
variety. 1 spent my Sundays with two imbeciles and a 
dog. They were trying to make me believe that all our 
unhappiness was due to my irritable nerves and persuade 
me to consult a doctor. 

I had intended to take my wife for a sail on Sunday 
morning, but she did not get up before dinner time; after 
dinner it was too late. 

And yet this tender-hearted woman, who tortured me 
with pin-pricks, cried bitterly one morning because the 
gardener was killing a rabbit for dinner, and confessed 
to me in the evening that she had been pra]riiig that the 
poor little beast’s suiSerings might be short. 

Not long ago 1 saw somewhere a statement made by 
a psychopathist to the effect that an exaggerated love for 
animals combined with indifference towards the sufferings 
of one’s fellow-creatures is a symptom of insanity. 

Marie could pray for a rabbit and at the same tiine 
tom^t her husband with smiling lips. 
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On our last Sunday in the country she took me aside* 
talked in flattering terms of my generosity, appealed to 
my kind heart and begged me to cancel Miss Amy’s debt 
to us, pleading her very small means. ’tk. 

I consented without discussing the matter, without 
telling her that I ha'd anticipated the suggestion, foreseen 
the trick, the inevitable trick. But she, armed to the 
teeth with arguments, even when she w'as unopposed, 
continued— 

“ If not, I could, if necessary, pay her share for her! ” 

No doubt she could have done'so. But could she have 
paid for the annoyance and trouble caused by her 
friend? . . . 

Ah, well—^husband and wife must not fall out over 
trifles. 



V 


In the commencement of the new ^ear a general crisis 
shook the credit of the old country, and the Bank which 
had issued the shares lent to me by Marie failed. I 
received notice that the loan would be called in. I was 
forced to pay cash for the sum I had been compelled to 
guarantee. It was a heavy blow,* but after endless diffi¬ 
culties I came to terms with the creditors, who agreed to 
a year’s respite. It was a terrible year, the worst period 
of my life. 

As soon as things were a little more settled I began to 
make every effort to extricate myself. 

In addition to my work at the library I started a novel 
on modern morals and customs; filled newspapers and 
periodicals with essays, and completed my scientific 
treatise. Marie, at the expiration of her contract with 
the theatre, was re-engaged for another year, but her pay 
was reduced to fourteen hundred crowns. . . . Now I 
was better off than she, for she had lost her capital in 
the general smash. 

She was in a vile temper, and made me suffer for it. 
To re-establish the equilibrium, and thinking of nothing 
but her independence, she attempted to raise a loan, but 
these attempts proved abortive and only led to unpleasant¬ 
ness. Acting thoughtlessly, despite her good intentions, 
she did me harm wi^ her efforts to save herself and render 
my task more easy. I appreciated her good intentions, 
but I could not help remonstrating. 

Always capricious and wayward, she showed unmis¬ 
takable signs of malice and fresh events disclosed a state 
of itnnd which filled me with apprehension. 

'198 
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A fancy-dress bail, for instance, was given at the 
theatre, and I had her promise not to attend the ball in 
male attire. She had bound herself by a solemn oath, for 
I had been very emphatic on the subject. On the morn¬ 
ing after the ball I was told that she had not only broken 
her promise, but (hat she had gone to supper later on 
with some of her male friends. 

I was angry because she had lied to me, and the thought 
of the subsequent supper made me feel uneasy. 

“Well,” she replied, when I expostulated with her, 
“ am I not free to please myself-? ” 

“ No, you are a married woman! You bear my name, 
and w'e are responsible to each other. Whenever you 
compromise yourself, you compromise me, and, in fact, 
you do me a greater injury than you do yourself,” 

“That means that I am not free? ” 

“ Nobody can be absolutely free in a community where 
every individual is inextricably mixed up with the fate 
of others. Supposing I had invited some women friends 
to supper, what would you have said? ” 

She insisted that she was free to do as she liked; that 
she was at liberty, if she felt so inclined, to ruin my 
reputation; that her freedom was, in fact, absolute. She 
was a savage; freedom, as she interpreted it, was the rule 
of an autocrat who trampled the honour and happiness 
of her fellow creatures into the dust. 

This scene, which began with a quarrel, led to floods 
of tears and ended with hysterics, was followed by another 
which made me feel even more uneasy, more especially as 
1 was not sufficiently initiated into the secrets of sexual 
life to deal with its anomalies, which terrified me, like all 
anomalies which are difficult of explanation. 

One evening, when the maid was busy making up 
Marie’s bed for the night, I heard a half-suppiressed 
scream and smothered laughter, as if some one were being 
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tickled. I felt a sudden fear; an inexplicable terror and 
a wave of passionate anger swept over me; I opened the 
door quiddy and caught Marie, with'her hands on the 
girl’s shoulders, in the act of pressing her lips upon her 
white throat. 

''What are you doing? ” I exclaiihed furiously, "are 
you mad ? ” 

"1 am only teasing her,” answered Marie cynically* 
" What has that to do with you ? ” 

" It has everything to do with me! Come here! ” 

And under four eyes 1 explained to her the nature of 
her offence. 

But she accused me of a vicious imagination, tdd me 
that I was perverted and saw vice everywhere. 

It is a fatal thing to catch a woman red-handed. She 
deluged me with abuse. 

In the course of the discussion I reminded her of the 
love she had confessed to have felt for her cousin, pretty 
Matilda. With an expression of angelic innocence she 
replied that she herself had been amazed at the strength 
of her feelings, as she had never thought it possible for 
one woman to be so deeply in love with another. 

This naive confession reassured me. I remembered that 
one evening, at my brother-in-law’s, Marie had quite 
openly spoken of her passionate love for her cousin, with¬ 
out blushing, without being conscious that there was 
anything at all unusual in her conduct. 

But 1 was angry. I recommended her to beware of 
fandes which, though harmless to begin with, degenerated 
only too often into vice and led to disastrous results. 

She made some inane reply, treated me like a fool—she 
loved treating me as if I were the most ignorant of 
ignoramuses—and finished off by saying that I had been 
telling her a pack of lies. 

What was Ibe use of explaining to her that offences of 
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that sort were legal offences ? What was the use of trying 

to-convince her that medical books termed caresses cal- 

« 

culated to arouse dmorous feelings in others “ vicious ? 

1,1 was the debauchee, steeped in vice. Nothing could 
persuade her to stop her innocent gambols. 

She belonged to that class of unconscious criminals 
who should be eonfined in a house of correction and not 
allowed to be at large. 

Towards the end of the spring she introduced a new 
friend, one of her colleagues, a woman of about thirty, 
a fellow sufferer, threehiened, like Marie herself, with the 
lapse of her contract, and therefore, in my opinion, 
worthy of compassion. I was sorry to see this woman, 
once a celebrated beauty, reduced to such straits. No 
one knew why her contract was not to be renewed, unless 
it was because of the engagement of the daughter of a 
fomous actress; one triumph always demands hecatombs 
of victims. 

Nevertheless, I did not like her; she was self-assertive 
and always gave me the impression of a woman on the 
look-out for prey. She flattered me, tried to fascinate 
me, in order, no doubt, to take advantage of me. 

Jealous scenes took place occasionally between the old 
friend and the new one, one abused the other, but I 
refused to take sides. . . . 

Before the summer was over Marie was expecting 
another baby. Her conflnement would take place in 
February. It came upon us like a bolt from the blue. 
It was now necessary to strain every effort to make port 
before the fatal day dawned. 

My novel appeared in November. It was an enormous 
success. Money was plentiful, we were saved 1 

I had reached the goal. I breathed freely. 1 had made 
my way; I was appreciated at last and hailed with 
aodamations as a master. The years of trouble and black 
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care were over; we were looking forward to the birtib of 
this child with great joy. We christened it in anticipa¬ 
tion and bought Christmas presents fo^ it. My wile was 
happy and proud of her condition^ and our intimate 
friends fell into the habit of asking how the little chap ” 
was, just as if he had already arrived*. 

Famous now and content with my success, I determined 
to rehabilitate Marie and save her ruined career* To 
achieve this I planned a play in four acts, and offered it 
to the Royal Theatre. It contained a sympathetic part 
in which she had every chance of reconquering the public. 

On the very day of her confinement I heard that the 
play was accepted and that she had been cast for the 
principal part. 

Everything was well in the best of all worlds; the 
broken tie between me and my family was firmly reknitted 
by the birth of the baby. The good time, the spring-time 
of my life had arrived. There was bread in the house, 
and even wine. The mother, the beloved, the adored, 
was taking new pleasure in life, and had regained all her 
former beauty. The indifference and neglect with which 
she had treated her first baby were transformed into the 
tenderest care for the newborn infant. 



VI 


Summer had come again. I was in a position to ask 
for a few months’ leave, which I purported spending with 
my family in the solitude of one of the green islands on 
the shores of the Stockholm Archipelago. 

I was beginning to reap the harvest of my scientific 
researches. My treatise was read by the Academic des 
Inscriptions et Belles Lettres in the Institut de France. 
I was elected a member of several foreign scientific 
societies, and the Imperial Russian Geographical Society 
conferred its medal upon me. 

At the age of thirty I had won an excellent position in 
the literary and scientific world and a brilliant future lay 
before me. It was pure happiness to lay my trophies at 
Marie’s feet. . . . But she was angry with me because 
I had ** disturbed the equilibrium.*’ I had to make my¬ 
self small to spare her the humiliation of having to look 
up to her husband. Like the good-natured giant in the 
fable I allowed her to pull my beard, and as a consequence 
she presumed on my good-nature. She took a pleasure 
in belittling me before the servants and before her friends 
who were on visiting terms with us, especially her women 
friends. She gave herself airs; raised by me on a pedestal, 
she posed as my superior, and the more insignificant I 
pretended to be, the more she trampled on me. I deliber¬ 
ately fostered in her the delusion that I had to thank 
her for my frame, which she did not understand and which 
she apparently thought little of. I took a positive delight 

in making myself out to be inferior to her. I contented 
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myself with being no more than the husband of a chann- 
ing woman, and eventually she came to bdieve that she, 
and not I, possessed genius. This applied even to the 
details of everyday life. Being an excdlent swimmer 
myself, for instance, I taught her tp swim. In order 
to encourage her, I simulated nervousness, and the plea- 
sure she took in ridiculing my efforts and talking of her 
own grand achievements was a constant source of amuse¬ 
ment to me. 

The days passed; into the worship of my wife as mother 
a new thought stole and began to haunt me persistently: 
I was married to a woman of thirty—a critical age, the 
beginning of a period full of dangers and pitfalls—I could 
see indications every now and then which made me feel 
nervous, indications, perhaps not fraught with disaster 
for the moment, but which carried in them the germ of 
discord. 

After her confinement physical antagonism came to be 
added to incompatibility of temper; sexual intercourse 
between us became odious. When her passion was 
aroused, she behaved like a cynical coquette. Sometimes 
she took a malicious delight in making me Jealous; at 
other times she let herself go to an alarming extent, pos¬ 
sibly, I thought, under pressure of licentious and perverse 
desires. 

One morning we went out in a sailing boat, accom¬ 
panied by a young fisherman. I took charge of tiller 
and mainsail, while the lad was attending to the foresml. 
My wife was sitting near him. The wind dropped and 
nlence reigned in the boat. All at once I noticed that 
the young fisherman, from under his cap, was casting lewd 
glances in the direction of my wife’s feet. . • . Her feet ? 
. . . Perhaps there was more to be seen; 1 could not 
tdl fi^ where 1 sat. I watched her. Her passionate 
eyes devoured the young man’s frame. In order to remind 
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her of my presence I made a sudden gesture, like a 
dreamer rousing himself from a dream. She puUed her¬ 
self together witH an effort, and, her eyes resting on 
the huge tops of his boots, she clumsily extricated herself 
from an awkward ppsition by remarking— 

** 1 wonder whether boots of this sort are expensive? ” 

What was 1 to think of such a stupid remark ? 

To divert her mind from the voluptuous current of her 
thoughts, 1 made the lad change places with me under 
8(Hue pretext or other. 

1 tried to forget this irritating scene; tried to persuade 
myself that 1 had been mistaken, although similar scenes 
were stored up in my memory, recollections of her burning 
eyes scrutinising the lines of my body underneath my 
clothes. 

A week later my suspicions were re-awakened by an 
incident which once and for all destroyed all my hopes 
of ever seeing this perverse woman realise my ideal of 
motherhood. 

One of my friends spent a week-end with us. He made 
himself very agreeable to her. She rewarded his courtesy 
by flirting with him outrageously. It grew late; we said 
good>night to each other and separated. I thought that 
she had gone to bed. 

Half-an-hour later I heard voices on the balcony. I 
stepped out quickly, and found wife and friend sitting 
together, drinking liqueurs. 1 treated the matter as a 
joke, but on the following morning I reproached her with 
making me a pul^ic laughing-stock. 

She laughed, called me a man of prejudices, cursed 
with a fantastic and vicious imagination ... in fact, 
deluged me with her whole repertory of futile arguments. 

1 lost my temper; she had hysterics and played her part 
so well that X apologised for doing her an injustice. 
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Doing her an injustice—when I considered her conduct 
absolutely culpable 1 

, Her final words silenced me completely. 

^‘Do you thinki” she said contemptuously, could 
bear to go through divorce proceedings a second time? ’’ 

And brooding over my troubles I slept with the calm 
of the duped husband. 

What is a coquette? ... A woman who makes 
advances. Coquetry is nothing but making advances. , 

And what is jealousy ? . . . Tlje fear of losing one’s 
most precious possession. . . . The jealous husband ? A 
ridiculous individual because of his absurd objection to 
lose his most precious possession. 



VII 


Success followed success. All our debts were paid. 
It rained money. But although a great proportion of 
my income went towards household expenses, our financial 
position was chaos, l^arie, who kept the accounts and 
had the cash, was alw'ays clamouring for more money, 
and her constant demands were the cause of violent scenes. 

Her contract with the theatre was not renewed. It 
goes without saying that 1 had to bear the consequences. 
It was all my fault I ... If only she had never married 
met . . . The part which I had written for her was 
forgotten; she had indeed completely ruined it, for she 
had bungled it, and played it without the slightest con¬ 
ception of its subtleties. 

About this time much interest w'as aroused in wliat has 
been called the “woman question.” The famous Nor¬ 
wegian male blue-stocking had written a play on the 
subject, and all feeble minds were obsessed by a perfect 
mania of finding oppressed women everywhere. I fought 
against those foolish notions, and consequently was dubbed 
“mysogynist,” an epithet which has clung to me all my 
life. 

A few home-truths on the occasion of our next quarrel 
threw Marie into a violent fit of hysterics. It was just 
after the greatest discovery of the nineteenth century in 
the treatment of neurotic diseases had been made. The 
remedy was as simple as all great truths. 

When the screams of the patient were at their loudest, 
I seised a water-bottle and thundered the magic words— 

“ Get up, or I shall pour this water over you 1 ” 
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She stopped screaming at once—and shot at me a lotA 
of sincere admiration, mingled with deadly hatred. 

For a moment I was taken aback, but my reawakened 
manhood would not be denied. . • . 

Again 1 lifted the water-bottle— ^ 

Stop your screaming, or I shall pour this water over 
you! 

She rose to her feet, called me a blackguard, a wretch, 
an impostor—signs that my remedy had been efiEective. 

Husbands, duped or otherwise, believe me, for 1 am 
youp>^ sincere friend: this is the secret of the great cure 
for hysterics; remember it, maybe the time will come 
when you need it. 

From that day my death w'as irrevocably settled. My 
love began to detest me. 1 knew too much of female 
cunning; there was no room for me in this world. The 
sex had determined my physical and mental destruction, 
and my own wife, as the avenging fury, had accepted the 
awful and difficult mission of torturing me to death. 

She began her task by introducing her friend into the 
house as a tenant, persuading her to rent a furnished room 
contiguous to our flat; she did that in spite of my most 
violent opposition. She went to the length of suggesting 
that she should take her meals with us, a proposition 
which 1 fought tooth and nail. But notwithstanding my 
protest and all my precautions, 1 was constantly brought 
into contact with the intruder. I could almost fancy that 
1 was a bigamist. The evenings which 1 shoifld have 
spent in my wife’s company I spent by myself, for she 
remained invisible, closeted with her friend. They enjoyed 
themselves in her room at my expense, smoking my cigaiv 
ettes and drinking my wine. I hat^ the woman, and 
since I could not hide my feelings—at' any rate not 
suffiljenily—many a time brought on my head Marie’s 
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wrath for ha'ving been found wanting in courtesy towards 
the “poor child.” 

Not satisfied with having estranged Marie from husband 
and child—^the baby was boarded out with a neighbour, 
a termagant of for^y-five years of age—^the fair friend 
demoralised the cook ; the consumption of beer rose to the 
almost incredible quantity of five hundred bottles a 
month; my cook sat in the kitchen intoxicated, fast 
asleep; the food was wasted. 

The fair friend was a mangeuse d*homme8, and I was 
her prey. 

One day Marie showed me a cloak which she said she 
wanted to buy. 1 disapproved of colour and cut, and 
advised her to choose another. The friend, who happened 
to be present, kept it for herself, and 1 forgot all about 
it. Two weeks later I received a bill for a cloak bought 
by my wife. I inquired into the matter and found that 
Marie had lent herself to a trick well known by the 
theatrical demi-monde. 

As usual, she was furious w'ith me when I asked her 
to break off her connection with the adventuress. . . . 

And things grew worse and worse. 

A few days later Marie, trying to work on my feelings, 
posing as the submissive wife, asked me, quite humbly, 
whether 1 had any objection to her chaperoning the poor 
child ” on a visit to an old friend of her late father's, 
whom she intended to ask for a loan. The request struck 
me as so strange that it set me thinking, especially when 
1 took into account her friend’s bad reputation. I 
implored Marie, for our child’s sake, to open her eyes, 
to rouse hersdf from the trance in which she seemed to 
live, and which would surely end with her complete ruin—^ 
her only reply was a repetition of her old phrase: Your 
base imagination. . . 

And still matters declined. 
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Her friend gave a luncheon for the secret purpose of 
beguiling on this occasion a well-known actor into making 
her a proposal of marriage. A fresk revelatioiv awaited 
me, a revelation which effectually roused me from my 
lethargy. 

Champagne had been drunk, and the ladies had taken 
more than was good for them. Marie was reclining in 
an arm-chair, and before her knelt her friend, kissing her 
on the lips. The famous actor, interested in the strange 
spectacle, called to one of his friends, and pointing at 
the couple as if he were bringing proof of an accusation, 
exclaimed— 

“Look here! D’you see? ” 

Doubtless he was alluding to certain rumours, and there 
was a hidden meaning in the laughing words. 

As soon as we arrived home, 1 implored Marie to shake 
off this fatal infatuation and be more careful of her 
reputation. She made no secret of the pleasure she 
found in kissing pretty women; her friend was not the 
only one of her colleagues whom she treated in this way; 
at the theatre, in the dressing-rooms she bestowed the 
same favour on others. 

She had no intention of denying herself this pleasure, 
this innocent pleasure, which in my perverted imagination 
only was vicious. 

It was impossible to make her see her conduct in^ 
different light; there was but one remedy. . . . 


She was again going to be a mother; this time she was 
furious, but her condition kept her at home for a time. 
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After her coniiiiement she changed her tactics. 
Whether she was influenced by fear of the consequences 
of her perverted passions, or whether her female instincts 
had been reawakened, I cannot say. She paid a great 
deal of attention to young men; but she did it too openly 
to make me really jealous. 

Without an engagement, with nothing to occupy her 
time, full of whims, despotic, she was bent on war with 
me to the knife. 

One day she tried to prove to me that it was cheaper 
to keep three servants than two. As I thought it waste 
of time to argue with a limatic, I simply turned her out 
of my room. 

She swore vengeance. She engaged a third maid, who 
was absolutely superfluous in the house. Consequently 
no work was done at all. Everything was turned upside 
down, the three girls quarrelled all day long, drank beer 
and entertained their lovers at my expense. 

To complete the picture of my matrimonial happiness, 
one of my children fell ill. This brought two more 
servants into the house and the visits of two doctors. At 
the end of the month I had to face a deficit of five 
hundred crowns. I redoubled my energies to meet the 
expenses, but the strain on my nerves was beginning to 
tell. 

She was for ever taunting me with having squandered 
her more than doubtful dowry, and forced me to make an 
allowance to her aunt in Copenhagen. This woman 
accused me of having wasted her “fortune.” and her 
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incredibly silly arguments irritated me beyond endurance. 
She affirmed that Marie’s mother, on her deathbed, had 
distinctly expressed the wish that she should share my 
wife’s inheritance. I failed to see what that had to do 
with me, for the **fortune” which she was to inherit 
existed in imagination only; but the fact remained that 
the burden of the aunt, who was lazy and incapable, was 
added to my other burdens. I gave way in the matter; 
1 even agreed to guarantee a sum of money, raised by an 
older friend, adventuress number one, for my beloved wife 
had hit on the idea of selling me her favour. 1 admitted 
everything for the privilege of kissing her; 1 admitted 
having wasted her dowry, squandered her aunt’s 
** fortune,” ruined her theatrical career by marr 3 ring her, 
even having undermined her health. 

Holy matrimony was degraded to legal prostitution. 

She carefully treasured up all my admissions, and 
worked them into a legend which the papers greedily 
snapped up later on, and which was assiduously spread by 
all those of her friends whom I had turned out, one after 
the other. 

My ruin had become an obsession with her. At the 
end of the year 1 found that 1 had given her twelve thou¬ 
sand crowns for household expenses, and I was compelled 
to ask my publishers for a sum in advance. 

Whenever 1 reproached her with her extravagance, she 
invariably replied— 

** Well, why have children and make your wife miser¬ 
able ? When I consider that I gave up a ^lendid position 
to marry you. . . .” 

But 1 had an answer to that taunt— 

“ As Baroness, my dear, your husband gave you three 
thousand crowns and debts. 1 give you three times ae 
much, more than three times as much.” 

She said nothing, bi^ she turned her back upon me, 
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and in the evening 1 admitted aU her charges; 1 agreed 
. that three thousand is three times as much as ten thou¬ 
sand! tliat I was a blackguard, a miser, a *^bel ami,'’ 
who had risen at the expense of his adored wife, adored 
more especially in heS* nightgown. 

She poured all her venom into the iirst chapter of a 
novel, the subject of which was the exploitation of an 
oppressed wife by a criminal husband. Through my writ¬ 
ings, on the other hand, always glided the white wraith 
of a lovely golden-haired woman, a madonna, a young 
mother, I was for ever chanting her praises, creating a 
glorious myth round the figure of the wondrous woman 
who by God’s grace had been sent to brighten the thorny 
path of a poet. . . . 

And the critics never tired of lauding the “good 
genius ” of a pessimistic novelist, of pouring on her full 
measures of entirely undeserved praise. . . . 

The more I suffered under the persecutions of my 
shrew, the more eagerly 1 strove to weave a crown of 
light for her sacred head. The more I was depressed 
by the reality, the more I became inspired by my 
hallucinations of her loveliness . . . alas for the magic of 
love! 



IX 

MIDSUMMER IN WINTER 


Winter ni^ht, the streets forsalcea* 
Ice>king holds the woild in thrall; 
Sudden gusts of wind am^ken 
Eerie sounds, the walls are shaken 
Dy the wild, rebellious call. 

Oay as gods we have been dining. 

All alone, just you and I. 

T^ght the candles, let their shining 
Drive out darkness and repining, 
Perfect joy is nigh. 

I>raw the blinds, the shutters tight^ci ! 

Safely screened from prying eyes. 
Take the cup and pledge me * brighten 
Win ter'gloom with song, and lighten 
Darkness with sweet harmonies. 

Sing of woods, or sing the wonder 
Of che sea, serene and bland ; 

Or the sea, that lashed asunder 
Hreaks in crashing peals of thunder 
On the foam-flecked sand. 

Dike a great enchanted river, 

Eull of witchcraft is your voice ; 

See my pelargoniums c^uiver 
Dike a leafy wood a-shivcnr 

In the breeze when daylight dicis. 

On my screen, her ensign flying, 

Dieaps a brig with wmte sails set ; 
Snugly on the hearthrug lying 
Silky fur with sable vying. 

Sleeps your Persian oat. 

In the murror's dear TOrspective 
I can see our little home ; 

Wrapped in dreams, my introspective 
Humou^ conjure up affective 

Scenes of past joys, joys to comm 
; 214 
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On the 3es^ where X was writing 
Falls the candle's mellow |;low ; 

Falls on virgin sheets, exoitmg 
Rose-wa^m blushes, softly lighting 
Their unblemished snow. 

In your (jliamber's sweet seclusion, 

Hung with green, a vernal nook, 

I can glimpse a wild confusion— 

Tangled skeins in rank profusion 
Cover work and household book. 

In the glass our eyes are meeting; 

Flashing blue, like tempered steel 
Are your glamces, but a neeting 
Smile from tender lips "in greeting, 

Tells me that your heart is leal. 

Radiant brow, my soul entiancing, 

Puts the candle-light to shame; 

From your jewels flashing, dancing 
Sparks are hying and enhancing 
Long-lashed eyes’ alluring flame. 

Hush! the bell disturbs the slumber 
Of the house—the postman’s ring ! 

Let him be! His dreary lumber 
Shall not darken and encumber . 

Love’s eternal spring. 

Letter-box holds proofs and letters 
Safely under lock and key; 

Sing and {^y 1 Till morn unfetters 
These ofheious oare-bogetters 
Love our guerdon be. 

Si^, beloved, my soul's desire! 

World holds naught but you and me; 

Sing with lips no love can tire, 

Sw of passion’s quenchless Hre, 

Fill the night with ecstasy! 



X r 

Thrre were times when 1 had no doubt that my wife 
hated me and wished to get rid of me in order to marl^ 
again. 

Sometimes strange reflections in the expression of her 
face made me suspect her of having a lover, and her 
coldness towards me strengthened my suspicion; all of a 
sudden my smouldering jealousy burst into fierce flames, 
our marriage was shaken to its very foundations, and h^l 
opened wide at our feet. 

My wife declared that she was ill, suffering from some 
vague disease of the spine or the back, ^e was uncertain' 
which. 

I sent for the family doctor, an old college friend of 
mine. He diagnosed rheumatic knots on the muscles of 
the back, and prescribed a course of massage. I had no 
objection to make, for there seemed to be no doubt of the 
reality of the disease. As I had no idea of the intimatil 
nature of the treatment, I remained completely absorbe4 
^'in my literary work, and paid no attention whatever to the 
progress of the cure. My wife did not appear 
dangerously ill, for she came and went as usual, visited 
the Ifieatres, never refused an invitation, and was alw|g^8 
the last to leave a party. , ' 

One evening, at a small gathering of friends, some (Mte 
suddenly began to bewail the dearth of la4y doctors. ’]]|e 
speaker maintained that it must be very unpleasant fox a 
woman to undress before a stranger, and, turning *t« 
Marie, he said— 

Am I not right ? Isn’t It very unpleasant ? ” 

• k 818 



. . THp «1!(»}FESSI0N 6 p A FOOL 217 

V ■ * , 

Oh I a doctor doesxi^t count.” * 

^The nature of the hot^tment was revealed 'lo me by 
a sudden flash. I* noticed an expression of sensuality on 
Marie’s face, an expression which had puzzled me for some 
time, and a terriUe suspicion gripped my hearf. She 
ufiSressed before a notorious voluptuary 1 And I ,had 
been completely ignorant of it. 

^«>When we were alone, I asked her for an explanation. 

She described the treatment, apparently quite uncon¬ 
cerned. I 

“But don’t you mind? ” 

“ Why should I mind ? ” 

“You always appeared to me almost prudish in your 
nifiiesty.” 

••Two days later the doctor called to see one of the 
children. Seated in my room, I overheard a more than 
strange conversation between him and my wife. They 
were laughing and whispering. 

Presently they entered my room, the smile still on 
their lips. Plunged in sinister speculations, my mind 
kept wandering from the subject of our conversation; by 
an<H>y it drifted to women patients. 

^**You thoroughly understand women’s complaints, 
.djn’t you, old boy? ” I said, 

ACarie looked at me. She was furious. There was so 
much ^hatred blazing in her eyes that I felt a cold thrill 
r]|Qning down my back. 

'When the doctor had left, she turned on me furiously. 
-4^Prostitute! ” I flung the word into her face. It 
^&p^ my lips against my wiU, giving expression to an 
iilaitive flash which I had not had time to analyse. The 
i^wdt came home to me and oppressed me. My eyes 
on the children, and with a contrite heart I apologised. 

' V|pt she remained ang^y, so angry that nothing would 
Sfften her. 
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To make ^ends for the great injustice which I bad 
done her, and to some extent, also, influenced by b^sr 
hatred, I conceived the idea of arranging for'be^ a 
pleasure trip to Finland in the shape of a theatrical tour, 
extending over several weeks. ( 

I started negotiations with theatrical managers, suc¬ 
ceed^ in coming yj terms, and raised the money. 

She went to Finland, where she won patriotic victories 
and a number of laurel wreaths. 

I was left alone with the children. I fell ill. Believing 
myself to be on the point of death, I sent her a telegram, 
asking her to return home. As she had fulfilled all her 
engagements, this did not interfere with business. 

On her return I was better; she accused me of havif% 
bppught her back on false pretences, telegraphed lies, 
merely to take her away from her relations and her 
native country. . . . 

Soon after her return I noticed a new phase, a phase 
which filled me with increased uneasiness. Contrary to 
her former habits, she gave herself to me unreservedly. 

What was the reason? I wondered, but I felt no 
inclination to probe too deeply. . . . 

On the next morning and the days which followed she 
talked of nothing but the pleasant time she had spent jji 
Finland. Carried away for the moment by her memories, 
she told me that she had made the acquaintance of an 
engin^ on the steamer, an enlightened, up-to^ate man, 
who had convinced her that there was no such thing aa 
sin in the abstract, and that circumstances and des^y 
alone were responsible for all happenings. 

“ Certainly, my dear,” I agreed, “ but for all that Our 
actions do not fail to draw their consequences after thei^ 
I admit that there is no such thing as sin, because there its 
no personal God; nevertheless we are responsible to those 
we wrong. There mey be no sin in the abstract, but crime 
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will exist as long as there is a Law. We may smile at the 
theological conc^^on of it, but vengeance or, rather, 
retiBRydtion, rem^s a' fact, and the aggressor never 
escapes.” 

She ha^ grown ^rave, but pretended not to understand 
me. 

** Only the wicked revenge themselves,” she said at last. 

** Agreed; but with so many wicked people in the world, 
who can be sure that he is dealing with a man brave 
enough not to retaliate ? ” 

‘‘Fate guides our actions.” 

“True; but Fate also guides the dagger of the 
avenger.” 

... At the end of the month she had a miscarriage, 
sufficient proof, I thought, of her infidelity. And from 
that moment suspicion grew slowly into certainty and 
filled my heart with bitterness. 

She did her utmost to persuade me that 1 was “mad,” 
that my suspicions were but the figments of an overworked 
brain. And once again she forgave me. To mark our 
reconciliation I wrote a play containing a splendid part 
for her, a part which it was impossible to ruin. On the 
seventeenth of August I handed her the play together 
with the deed of gift, which conferred on her all the 
right^. %e could do with it what she liked as long as 
she herself played the part which I had written for her. 
It was the result of two months’ strenuous work. She 
accepted it without a word of thanks, a sacrifice due to 
Her Majesty, the second-rate actress. 



XI 


Our housekeeping went from bad to I was 

unable to interfere, for she regarded every 'tsyplnion ex¬ 
pressed by me, every suggestion of a change miide by me, 
as an insult. I had to remain passive, powerless in face of 
the wanton extravagance of the servants who wasted the 
food and neglected the children. 

There was nothing but misery, discomfort and quarrels. 

When she returned from her journey to Finland, the 
e3}>ense8 of which 1 had paid in advance, she had two 
hundred crowns in her pocket, the financial result of her 
performances. . . . Since she kept the cash I made a 
mental note of the sum, and when she asked me for money, 
long before the dale on which it was due, I asked her, 
surprised by the unexpected demand, what she had done 
with her money ? She replied that she had lent it to her 
friend, and argued that according to the law she was free 
to dispose of all moneys earned by her. 

“And I?” I replied. . . , Moreover, to withdraw 
housekeeping money is not disposing. . . . 

“ It*s a different thing in the case of the woman! ” 

“In the case of the oppressed woman, you mean? In 
the case of the female slave who permits the to 
defray the whole expenses of the household ? Hiese are 
the logical consequences of the humbug called * the 
emancipation of woman.* ” 

Emile^ugie/’s prophesies in the Fourchamhaidt, with 
reference to the dotal system have indeed been ful¬ 
filled. The husband has become the slave of the wife. 

And there are plenty of men who allow themselves to be 
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deceived to such an ^tent that they dig their own graves. 
Fools I 

'Ujj^e the misery of. my married life slowly unfolded 
its^r, as a ribbon winds off a spool, 1 took advantage of 
my literary reputfition to tilt at foolish prejudice and 
attack fi^quated superstitions. I wrote a volume of 
satires, t threw a handful of pebbles at the principal 
charlatans ^ tshe metropolis, not forgetting the sexless 
womens 

1 was at once denounced as a writer of pamphlets. * 
Marie was strong in her disapproval, and immediately 
made friends with the enemy. She was respectability 
personified, and complained bitterly of the misery of 
being tied to a scandalmonger! She lost sight of the fact 
that the satirist was also a famous novelist and had made 
a name as a playwright. 

She was a saint, a martyr. She deplored the dismal 
prospects of her unhappy children. They would have to 
bear the consequences of the dishonourable actions of a 
father who had squandered their mother’s dowry, ruined 
her theatrical career, ill-treated her. . . . 

One day a paragraph appeared in one of the papers 
stating that 1 was insane; a brochure, written to order 
and paid for in cash, spread abroad the martyrdom of 
Marie and her friends; not one of the absurdities which 
her little brain had hatched was forgotten. 

She had won the game. 

And as she saw me go down before my enemies, she 
assumed the r61e of the tender mother, weeping over the 
prodigal son. Amiable to all the world, except to me, she 
drew all my friends over to her side, false ones and true 
on^ alike* Isolated, in the power of a vampir ^ I aban¬ 
doned all attempt at defence. Could I raise my hand 
against the mother of my children, the woman whom 1 
loved? 
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Never I 

I succumbed. She surrounded with kindness— 
abroad, at home she had nothing for, me but ccjptjpapt 
and insults. 

i 

1 was exhausted by overwork and misery; J suffered 
much from headaches, nervous irritability, indigestion 
. . . the doctor diagnosed catarrh of the stomach. 

It was a very unexpected result of mental strain. 

It was strange that the illness <hd not break out until 
after I had decided to go abroad, the only means of 
escape, so it seemed to me, from the net woven round me 
by those countless friends who were everlastingly condol¬ 
ing with my wife. The symptoms of this mysterious 
malady first showed themselves on the day succeeding a 
visit to the laboratory of an old friend, from where I 
had taken a bottle of cyanide; it was to bring me release, 
and I had locked it in a piece of furniture belonging to 
my wife. 

Paralysed and depressed, I was lying on the sofa, watch¬ 
ing my children at play, thinking of the beautiful days 
that lay behind me, preparing myself for death. 

1 determined to leave nothing in writing which could 
throw light on the cause of my death and my sinister 
suspicions. 

1 was ready to make my exit, disappear from ken, killed 
by the woman whom I forgave with my last breath. 

Marie was watching me out of the corners of her eyes; 
wondering, perhaps, how much longer I should Unger 
on this earth, before I left her to enjoy in peace the 
income whidi the collected works of the famous writer 
would yield her, and the sum which doubtless Government 
would giant her towards the education of the children. 

She was a success in my play, so big a success that the 
critics called her a great tragedienne. She almost burst 
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with pride. She was allowed to choose her next part; 
the result was a. complete fiasco. Now she could no 
longer deny the fact that it was I who had made her, 
that s£e had to thank me for her laurels, and feeling 
herself in my debt| the strength of her hatred increased. 
She besieged the various theatrical managers, but could 
find no engagement. Eventually I was obliged to reopen 
negotiations with Finland. 1 was willing to leave niy 
country, my friends, my publisher, to settle in the midst 
of her friends who were my enemies. But Finland would 
have none of her. Her career, was over. 

During ail this time she led the life of a woman free 
from all duties as mother and wife. My health did not 
permit me to accompany her to the artistic circles which 
she frequented, and consequently she went alone. Some> 
times she did not come home until early in the morning, 
very often she was intoxicated and made sufficient noise 
to wake up the whole house. I could hear her stumbling 
into the night nursery where she slept. 

What is a man to do in a case of this sort? Is he to 
denounce his own w'ife ? Impossible! Divorce her ? No! 

1 looked upon the family as an organism, like the organism 
of a plant; a whole, of which I was a part. 1 could not 
exist independently of it; without the mother, life seemed 
impossible to me, even if I had had the custody of the 
children. My heart’s blood, transmitted through my wife, 
flowed through the veins of their small bodies. The whole 
was like a system of arteries intimately connected and 
interdependent. If a single one were cut, my life would 
ebb away with the blood which trickled down and was 
sucked up by the sand. For this reason the infidelity of 
the wife is a terrible crime. One cannot help sympathise 
ing with the ** Kill her I ” of a well-known author, who 
shows us a father stricken to death because he has come 
to doubt the l^itimacy of his offspring. 
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Marie, oitHhe other hand, identified herself with the 
crazy endeavours to increase women’s rights and liberties, 
and fully endorsed the new doctrine that the woman who 
deceives her husband is not guilty, bemuse she xs^not his 
property. ; 

I could not degrade myself to spy on her, I did not 
want proof which meant death to me. I wanted to deceive 
myself, live in a world of my own, which 1 could create 
at my pleasure. 

But I was deeply wounded. I doubted the legitimacy 
of my children; I was haunted 'by the suspicion that 
although they bore my name and were supported by my 
earnings, they were yet not my children. Nevertheless, 

I loved them, for they had come into my life as a pledge 
of my future existence. Deprived of the hope to live 
again in my children, 1 floated in mid>air, like a poor 
phantom, breathing through roots which were not my 
own. 

Marie seemed to lose patience, because 1 lingered so 
long. It was true before witnesses she treated me with the 
tender love of a mother, but when no one was present 
she tortured me, just as the little acrobat is pmched by 
his father behind the scenes. She tried to hasten my end 
by cruelty. She invented a new torture; justifying her 
conduct with my temporary weakness, she treated me as 
if 1 were a cripple. One day, proudly boasting of her 
physical strength, she threatened to strike me. She 
rushed at me, but 1 seized her by the wrists and forced 
her down on the sofa. 

“Admit that 1 am the stronger, in spite of my 
illness I ” 

She did not admit it; she merely looked disconcerted, 
and, furious at having made a misteike, she left the room, 
sulking. 

In our mutual straggle she had all the advantages of 
the woman and actress. It was impossible for me, a 
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hardworking man, to hold my own against an idle woman 
who spent all her time spinning intrigues. In an unequal 
struggle of this sort the man is certain to be caught in 
the end in a net wWh enmeshes him on all sides. 

“ In love,” said Napoleon, that most excellent judge of 
women, “one only wins by flight.” But how could a 
carefully guarded prisoner escape? and as for a man 
sentenced to death . . . 

My brain recovered |ifter a rest, and I conceived a plan 
of escape from this stronghold, although it was most care¬ 
fully guarded by my wife and the friends which she had 
so successfully duped. 1 used cunning; I wrote a letter 
to the doctor in which I expressed a haunting dread of 
insanity, and suggested a trip abroad as a remedy. 'J^he 
doctor fell in with my suggestion, and I at once informed 
Marie of his opinion against which there w^as no appeal. 

“ By doctor's orders I ” 

Her very formula w'hen she had successfully dictated 
to the doctor the treal^nent she wished him to prescribe 
for her. 

She grew pale when she heard it. 

“ I don't want to leave my country! ’’ 

“Your country? . . . Finland's your country! And 
as far as 1 know, there is nothing in Sw'eden which you 
could possibly miss; you have no relations here, no friends, 
no career.” 

“ I refuse to accompany you 1 ” 

“Why?” 

* She hesitated, and after a while continued— 

“Because I’m afraid of you! I won't be left alone 
with you I ” 

“ You are afraid of a lamb that you lead by the nose? 
You aren’t serious I ” 

“ You are a knave, and I won’t stay with you unpro¬ 
tected! ” 

Q 
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I felt sure that she had a lover. Or else she was afraid 
of ray discovering her indiscretions. 

So she was afraid of me, of me who crouched at her feet 
like a dog, whose leonine mane she had clipped, leaving 
him but a fringe like a horse’s; who waxed his moustache 
and wore up and down collars, to be better equipped for 
the struggle with dangerous rivals. Her fear of me 
increased my dread and stimulated my suspicions. 

“ This woman has a lover whom she is loath to leave, or 
else she is afraid of retribution,” \ said to myself. 

After endless discussions she wheedled a promise out of 
me to stay aw-ay no longer than a year. 

The will to live returned, and I eagerly finished a 
volume of poems which w'as to be published in the winter 
following my departure. 

Summer in my heart, I sang with fresh inspiration. I 
sang of my belo\od w'lfe as she appeared to me on the 
day of our first meeting, a blue veil fluttering from her 
straw hat, a blue veil which became the flag which I 
hoisted when I sailed into the stormy sea. One evening 
1 read this poem to a friend. Marie listened with pro¬ 
found attention. When I had finished she burst into 
tears, put her arms round me and kissed me. 

A perfect actress, she played before my friend the part 
of the loving wife. And the simpleton regarded me from 
that day as a jealous fool whom heaven had blessed with 
the sweetest of wives. 

‘‘She loves you, old boy,” my friend assured me again 
and again. And four years later he reminded me of the 
scene as a convincing proof of her fidelity. 

“ I swear to you at that moment she was sincere,” he 
reiterated. 

Sincere in her remorse, perhaps! Face to face with 
my love w'hich transformed the wanton into a madonna. 
It was not very surprising. 



XII 


SUN-MISTS 

He looked round anxiously to see if everything was 
there, as if it were possible to see anjlhing at all in that 
confusion of people and luggage on the upper deck. 

He felt guilty of an unknowii crime, until the steamer 
had passed the mill. He was dazzled by the blinding 
sun, the sea appeared to be boundless, and the hazy blue 
mountains called him with irresistible force. His eyes 
fell on the children’s perambulator; the one painted white 
with the blue cover, not the other one; he knew it so 
w'ell, there were little white milkspots on the blue cover. 
And over 'there was the big arm-chair and the drawing¬ 
room sofa and the bath with the flower-pots. How dusty 
the poor things looked, they had spent the whole winter 
in a cloud of tobacco smoke; the pelargoniums used to 
stand on the writing-table in the lamplight, in the early 
spring, when the evenings were still long; the arm-chair 
stood to the right of the riting-iable, and whenever he 
looked up from his work, w’henever the restless pen stopped 
for a second, he received a friendly nod. But when there 
was no one sitting in the arm-chair, his tired eyes travelled 
to the cretonne flowers on the sofa; but there were so 
many eyes staring into the room, and how the lamp 
flickered I Ah! it was the sun shining on the upper deck! 
What was that over there? A pair of eyes familiar last 
year—^how dull they were I Had he been ill? Not 
They had not met since last year; one never met in town, 
one was so busy there I One left one’s school and went 
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home I The children had had measles. ... It was cold 
on deck, he had better go downstairs into the saloon. 

There were the eyes again, staring at the sofa ^d the 
arm-chair. But they looked happy, [longing, yearning 
for something which must surely happen. 

He left his place and stepped forward to let the fresh 
breeze cool his face. Smoke and the smell of food were 
rising from the kitchen. There was the cook, taking a 
rest, trying to grow cool. And the large cabin! 

The table-cloth was as white a? it had been last year, 
the silver epergne sparkled as before, the flowers on the 
sideboard were as new and fresh, the lamps were swing¬ 
ing in their brass brackets; everything was exactly as it 
had been before, and yet everything was new, thanks to 
the ever-rejuvenating power of nature, thanks to spring 1 

And the shore glided past, a long, triumphant march 
past, now threatening and sinister, now happy and 
smiling, but always new, endowed with eternal youth. 

He was the helpless sport of gloomy dreams; he was 
pressed in between houses in narrow, dark streets; he was 
at the bottom of a well; he was trying to creep through 
a tunnel and was held fast; bricks were being heaped on 
his breast, when he was awakened by a loud knocking at 
the window shutters. He jumped up, but the room was 
pitch dark; he opened the shutters and a sea of light and 
green greeted his eyes. Oh, Nature! Reality which 
surpasses all dreams! 

Behold, you dreamer, your brain could never invent 
such a dream, and yet you would talk of cold reality I 

The morning sun was shining on an August landmpe. 
He put a piece of bread in his pocket, slung his drinki^- 
cup across his shoulder, took a stick and a basket and 
went out in search of sport—sport, not bloodshed. 

His path lay between oak trees and hazels; autumn 
flowers grew here, flowers which had waited until after 
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the passing of the scythe before they appeared, so that 
they could enjoy life undisturbed until the frost killed 
them. * He crossed the stubble field, climbed over the 
fence, and the spo^t began. 

On the short, springy turf, woven of reed-grass and 
stunted mudwort, the mushrooms lay scattered like new- 
laid eggs, waiting for the sun to enable them to fulfil 
their destiny before they decayed; but that was impossible 
now, since fate had decreed that they should die in their 
youth. * 

He left the battlefield and entered the forest with its 
odour of turpentine—^health and sick-room—^balm for the 
wounded breast, as the saying is; he walked below the 
branches in a dead calm, while twenty yards above his 
head the tempest shrieked. A woodcock flew up; the 
branches rattled. If only he had a gun I 

Why does a man long for a gun whenever he happens 
to come across a harmless creature of the woods ? There 
are many occasions in life when a gun Would be much 
more in its place. 

Here was a cart track; the wheels of the cart, drawn 
by oxen, had cut deeply into ihe turf; nevertheless, a 
red species of the poisonous spit-devils had shot up in the 
ruts; maybe they required strake-nails and kicks from 
the hoofs of oxen before they could enter into material 
existence. ^ 

The wood opened out and the path ceased at a place 
where many trees had been felled; before him lay what 
remained of the giants of the forest, cut down by the axe 
because it had been impossible to dig them up with the 
roots. He gazed at a huge stump which had been attacked 
by a host of fungi of all sizes; they had settled on it as 
a swarm of flies settles on carrion, but their crowd was 
densest round the decayed parts which they could over¬ 
come more easily; they looked starved, pale and bloodless; 
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they were neither pretty nor poisonous, like the spit-devils; 
they were merely useful. 

Denser and darker grew the wood; the Scotch firs 
mingled their branches with the mos/which covered the 
> ground, embraced the stones and built cool little huts for 
the yellow menilius which grew embedded in the moss and 
enjoyed a short life, protected alike from scorching sun 
Euid preying insects. 

The ground became damp; the bog-myrtle, in times 
gone by highly valued and eageriy gathered on account 
of its medicinal qualities, grew undisturbed between tiny 
hillocks, at the foot of degenerated grey pines which had 
died of superabundance. A woodpecker hammered high 
above and stopped every now and then to listen whether 
the sound betrayed a hollow. The sun’s rays were 
scorching; the ground became stony, the wood opened 
again; he could hear a low, muffled roar; fresh breezes, 
laden with the smell of oysters, cooled his face; he caught 
glimpses of a shining blue expanse through the lower 
branches of the Scotch firs. 

A few more steps up the incline—and before him 
lay the sea—^the seal The waves leaped up the cliffs 
and were thrown down again, only to begin their game 
afresh. 

Off with the clothes and down into the deep I What 
was it that he saw down there for the space of a moment ? 
A different world, where the trees were red like seaweed 
and the air emerald green like the waves; now he was 
again on the surface amid the bello'aing, fighting breakers; 
he fought with them until he was tired; he lay on his 
back and fioated; they threw him up sky-high, they 
dragged him down into dark chasms, as if they meant to 
throw him into the abyss; he ceased to wish, he ceased 
to will; he made no resistance; his body had lost all 
weight; the law of gravity no longer applied to him; he 
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floated between water and air—^in absolute calm, devoid 
of all sensation. 

He let the waves carry him io the shore, the shallow, 
sandy shore, wheae it formed a lumber-room between the 
rocks-for the sea^s collection of all things it could not 
devour; here they lay, sorted, washed and polished;' 
broken oars, a legion of corks, bark, reed-pipes, staves 
and hoops. He sat clown and stared at a broken plank. 

They had been shut up in the house for a week, for it 
was raining. He had established himself in the window- 
seat, for one of the panes T^as all colours with age and 
sunlight, and when he looked through it at the grey, 
cloud-covered expanse of water, the sun seemed to be shin¬ 
ing ; the grey reefs, where the seagulls nested, looked red, 
the air was flooded with gold, the trees were of a brilliant 
emerald green; and if he looked through the window- 
pane at a certain angle he could see a rainbow^ in the 
sky, and that kindled in him the hope pf fine weather. 

Far away, out in the sea, there was a small island, an 
island which looked less profaned than the other Lslands; 
the Scotch firs grew more closely together; the cliffs were 
greener and the shore was covered with reeds. His soul 
yearned for it, for from there he could see the open sea. 

And the sun shone again. He set sail and steered for 
the little island. The boat danced over the rolling w'aves, 
the channel broadened; far away the green island (tailed 
him; it swam nearer steadily, until at last the boat was 
moored among the whispering reeds and he landed. 

His dream had been realised; he was alone among the 
trees and reefs, witli the sea before him and the infinite 
blue sky above his head. No sound betrayed the dis¬ 
turbing vicinity of a human being, no sail on the horizon, 
no cottage on the shore. A solitary oyster-plover flew 
away from him, terrified, uttering its impotent; help! 
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help I ^ A family of creek-ducks, led by the mother, 
scuddied away, running on the water, frightened by the 
arrival of dread* man; a grey adder uncurled and 
good its escape, slipping away betwe^i the stones, like 
a tiny, winding brooklet. The sea-gulls came flying from 
the reefs to have a look at the intruder, screamed like 
little children and hurried away again. A crow rose from 
a large Scotch fir; it fluttered and beat its wings, screamed 
and threatened and groaned and escaped to outlying reefs; 
every living thing shunned the dreaded being who had 
fled from his own kind. 

He walked along the sandy shore; he came upon the 
skeleton of a pine-tree, washed by the s^ and bleached 
by the sun to a deadly pallor; it lay there like a skeleton 
of a dragon and between its ribs flowered the purple 
lythrum and the golden lysiniachia; little piles of shells 
lay heaped round the wild aster which lived its life on empty 
sepulchres; the air w'as laden with the scent of valerian 
which grew in profusion on a bed of evil-smelling seaweed. 

He left the shore and turned his footsteps towards the 
wood. How tall and straight the trees were, a little too 
straight perhaps, but he could see the sea through the 
trunks, the sea—solitude—^nature! The ground was as 
smooth as if it had been stamped down and flattened by 
human feet; here was the stump of a tree—^the axe had 
been here; over there a nettle grew, men had been here; 
there could be no mistake, for the nettle is a parasite 
which follows m the wake of man and never ventures into 
the solitude of the woods or the large stretches of meadow- 
land; the nettle is vermin, supported by man, and can 
only exist in the vicinity of man; it collects all dust and 
dirt on its hairy, sticky leaves and burns the finger which 
touches it,—a magnificent breed, nourished by sin. 

He went on. His eyes fell on a sparrow, the deniaen 
of the gutter and backyard—^the winged creature which 
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feds at home in the dust, bathes in dirt and should have 
been a rat since it makes no use of its wings—^man’s jackal. 
What Tfas it doing out here where there' were no men? 
What did it live oi^ ? On the seed of the nettle ? 

A few more steps and he found the sole of a shoe; a 
large foot, a foot deformed by hard work, had trodden 
heavily on this sole. Between the trunks he came upon a 
fire-place made of boulders, an altar perhaps, on which 
Nature’s conqueror had sacrificed to Strength. The fire 
had long been extincti but the effects of it w'ere still 
visible. The ground was dug-up as if by the hoofs of 
animals, the trees were stripped of their bark, even the 
rocks were broken; there was a gigantic well in the moun¬ 
tain, filled with dirty brown water; the bowels of the earth 
had been laid bare and the broken pieces scattered as if 
by naughty children, disappointed because they had not 
found what they sought. But a great piece of mountain 
was missing. It had been taken away with the feldspar 
to the china factory, and only when there, was no more to 
be got, man had stayed away. 

He fled from the devastation, down to his boat. He 
noticed the traces of footsteps on the sand. He cursed 
and turned to fly when he suddenly saw in a flash that he 
had been cursing himself; and all at once he understood 
why the seagulls and the adder and all the others had 
shunned him, and he retraced his footsteps, for he could 
not escape from himself. 

He gazed at the sea through his field-glasses in the 
direction whence he had come. A white dress and a blue* 
cover shone among the oak-trees. He climbed into the 
boat, ate his bread, drank a liqueur and muttered, seizing 
the oars— 

“You, whose every desire has been fulfilled, who 
possess the best of all things Life has to bestow, w’hy are 
you discontent ? ” 



XIII 


At last the house had been cleansed of her friends. 
The la«t one, the pretty one, had disappeared in the com¬ 
pany of a well-known professor, who had returned from 
an expedition with four orders eftid an assured position. 
Having no home of her own, the fair lady had lived in my 
house, cost free. She had seized the opportunity, fastened 
herself on to the poor fellow and seduced him one evening 
in a cab, w’here, for some reason or other, she found herself 
with him; she forced him into marrying her by making a 
scandalous scene in a third house, to which they had both 
been invited. As soon as slie felt sure of her position 
she dropped the mask, and at a party, under the influence 
of too much wine, she called Marie a degenerate. A 
colleague, who happened to hear the remark, thought it 
his duly to tell me at once. 

Marie, with a few words, proved that the accusation 
was unjust, and in future my door was closed to the lady, 
although this meant the loss of my old friend for ever. 

I was not suflBciently curious to go more deeply into 
the meaning of the word ‘‘degenerate,” but it left its 
sting in my bleeding flesh. New insults, uttered by the 
same impure lips, referred to the suspicious life Marie 
had led during her tour in Finland. My old snspicions 
arose with fresh vigour, her miscarriage, our conversation 
on destiny, her complete surrender. . . . All these things 
strengthened my intention to leave tlie country. 

Marie had discovered the use of a sick poet, and con¬ 
stituted herself sister of mercy, sick-nurse, keeper even, 
if a keeper was required. 


234 
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She wove a martyr’s crown for her own head, acted 
with absolute independence behind my back, and, as I 
discovered later on, went so far as to borrow money from 
my friends in my name. At the same time valuable pieces 
of furniture disappeared from our house, and were carted 
to adventuress No. 1, to be sold by the latter. 

All this aroused my attention. 

“Had Marie expenses of which I was ignorant? I 
often asked myself this question. Was this the cause of 
those secret sales? The cause of the enormous house¬ 
keeping expenditure? And if this was the cause, what 
was the object of them? I enjoyed the income of a 
Swedish minister of State, a larger income than that of a 
Swedish general, and yet I led a miserable life; it was as 
if my feet w'ere fettered, as if I were dragging a leaden 
weight with me wherever I w’cnt. And yet we lived very 
fdmply. Our table w'as the table of a labourer; the food 
was cooked so badly that it w^as at times uneatable. We 
drank beer or brandy, like a working-man; our cellar 
was so inferior that our friends upbraided us more than 
once. I smoked nolliing but a pipe. 1 had hardly any 
recreation, only very occasionally, about once a month, 
I spent an evening with friends. 

Once only, beside myself with anger, I determined to 
look into tlie mailer. I asked an experienced lady for 
advice. She laughed when 1 asked her w hether our house¬ 
hold expenses were not rather high, and told me that we 
must be mad. 

I had every reason therefore to believe in extraordinary 
and secret expenditure. But the object ? the object ? 

Relations ? friends ? lovers ? Nobody cares to enlighten 
a husband, and so everybody becomes an accessory in 
crime. . . . 

After endless preparations the date of our departure 
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was 6zed. But now a new difficulty arose, a difficulty, 
which I had long foreseen and which was accompanied by 
a series of unpleasant scenes. The dog was stiU alive! 
How much annoyance it had caused meralready I especially 
as so much attention was devoted to him that the children 
were habitually neglected. 

However, the day had dawned when to my inexpressible 
joy Marie’s idol and my evil genius, old, diseased, half- 
rotten, was to end its days; Marie herself now desired the 
animal’s death, and only the thought of the innocent 
pleasure which its disappearance would cause me led her 
to postpone the dog-question ” again and again, and 
invent fresh annoyances to make me pay for the longed-for 
relief. 

But at last a farewell feast was arranged. She made 
heart-rending scenes, had a fowl killed, of which I, still 
a semi-invalid, received the bones, and then—we were in 
the country at the time—she went to town, taking the dog 
with her. 

After two days* absence she announced her return in 
a few cold words. What else could a murderer expect? 
Full of happiness, freed of a burden which I had borne 
for six years, 1 went to the landing-stage to meet her, 
expecting to find her alone. She received me as if I were 
a poisoner, her eyes were suffused with tears, and when I 
approached to kiss her, she pushed me aside. Carrying 
in her arms a large parcel of extraordinary shape, she 
walked on, slowly, as if she were walking in a funeral 
procession, with a certain rhythm as if to the strains of a 
funeral march* 

The parcel held the corpse! The funeral ceremony had 
been reserved for me I She ordered a coffin and sent for 
two men to dig a grave. Although determined to have 
nothing to do with the matter, I was compillled to be pre¬ 
sent at the obsequies of the murdered innocent^ It .yeas 
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most touching. Marie collected her-thoughts and then 
prayed to God for the victim and its slayer. Amid the 
laughter of the onlookers she placed a cross on the grave, 
the cross of the Saviour who had—at last—delivered me 
from a monster, innocent itself, but yet terrible as the 
embodiment and instrument of the malice of a woman 
who lacked the courage to persecute her husband openly* 
After a few days’ mourning, during which she refused 
to have anything to say to me—^for she could have nothing 
to say to a murderer—^'e left for Paris. 



PART IV 


1 

The main destination of my journey was Paris, where 
1 hoped to meet old friends, well acquainted with my 
eccentricities; congenial spirits w ho understood my moods, 
knew all about my whims, admired my courage, and were 
consequently in a position to gauge accurately the teni- 
porary state of my mind. In addition to this some of the 
foremost of the Scandinavian poets had just taken up a 
permanent abode in Paris; I meant to claim their pro¬ 
tection and with their help defy Marie’s sinister schemes; 
for she intended to have me shut up in a lunatic asylum. 

During the whole journey she continued her hostilities 
and treated me as a person altogether beneath contempt, 
whenever w'e w'erc without witnesses. She w'as always lost 
in thought, absent-minded, indifferent. In vain I took 
her sight-seeing in the towms where w’e w’ere forced to 
spend the nights; she took no interest in anything, saw 
notliing, hardly listened to me. My attentions bored her; 
she seemed to be fretting for something. But for what f 
For the country where she had suffered, in which she had 
not left one single friend, but—a lover, perhaps ? 

During the whole time she behaved like the most 
unpractical and ignorant of women; she displayed none of 
the qualities of the organiser and manager of which she 
had boasted so much. She insisted on staying at the most 
expensive hotels, and for the sake of onejaight she often 
had the whole furniture rearranged; a badly served cup 
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of tea provoked interviews with the hdHel proprietor; the 
noise which she made in the corridors drew unflattering 
commen|s upon us. We missed the best trains because 
she would lie in bed until dinner-time; through her care¬ 
lessness our luggage went astray; and when we left, her 
tips to the servants were of the meanest. 

“You are a coward! ” she said in reply to one of 
my remonstrances. 

*• And you are ill-bred and slovenly 1 ” 

It w'as a charming pleasure-trip, indeed. 

As soon as we had arrived in Paris and settled down 
among my friends, who w'ere proof against her spells, 
she found that I had got the better of her, and felt like 
a wild animal caught in a trap. She was furious because 
the leading Norwegian poet received me warmly, and over- 
w'lieli^ed me with kindness. She promptly detested him, 
for she sensed in him a friend who might some day raise 
his voice in my favour. 

One evening, at a dinner given to artists and writers, 
he proposed my health, calling me the chief representative 
of modern Swedish literature. Marie, poor martyr by 
reason of her marriage with the “ notorious pamphleteer,” 
was present. The applause of the diners depressed her to 
a degree which excited my compassion, and when the 
speaker tried to make me promise to stay for at least two 
years in Prance, I could no longer resist the wistful 
expression of her eyes. To comfort her, to give her 
pleasure, I replied that I never took an important decision 
without consulting with my wife. My reward was a 
grateful look and the sympathy of all the women present. 

But my friend remained obdurate. He urged me to 
prolong my stay, and with a fine flourish of oratory asked 
all those present to support his proposition. All raised 
their glasses in response. 
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My friend’s obstinacy always remained inexplicable to 
me, although I quite well understood at the time that a 
secret struggle was be^g fought between my wife and;^ 
him, the motive of which I could not guess. Iliaybe he 
was better informed than I, and had penetrated my secret 
with the clear-sightedness which frequently accompanies 
first impressions; moreover, he was himself married to a 
woman of strange morals* 

Marie did not feel at home ir Paris, where her hus¬ 
band’s genius was generally acknowledged, and after three 
months’ stay she hated the beautiful city. She was 
indefatigable in warning me of ‘*the false friends who 
would one day bring me misfortune.” 

She w'as again expecting to become a mother, and again 
life with her was unbearable. But this time 1 had no 
reason to doubt tlie paternity of the expected baby. 

Our stay in Paris came to an end; we broke up our 
tents and slowly made our way to Switzerland. 


Isn't It Enough ? 

It does not matter very much that the wealthy man did 
not ask Jesus wliat he should do in order to solve the 
problem of life, for Jesus would very likely have replied 
in the same way in which He replied to the question 
relating to the Kingdom of Heaven: Go and sell all 
thou hast and give it to the poor.” But it is a pity tbat 
the wealthy man did not carry out this suggestion, and 
above all things that he did not live to see a scorching day 
in June in the year 1885 in the humble form of a sixty- 
year-old coster w’ho pushed a heavy barrow down the 
Avenue de Neuilly, ceaselessly calling out in a voice 
trembling with hunger and increasing age— 
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“ Cr^on do fontaine I 
La 8ant(^ du corps! 

• Quatre liards la ^tto ! 

Quatre liai'ds la bottc ! 

He went down on the left side of the avenue, halting 
before every door; but every where the porters’ wives shook 
their heads, for the younger and stronger ones had stolen 
a march on the old man, and had already supplied the 
necessary requirements for the day. He reached Porte 
Mailot and gazed down the avenue wliich stretched before 
him, apparently endlessly, down towards the Seine. He 
took off his black cotton cap and with the sleeve of his 
blue blouse wiped the perspiration off his forehead. Should 
he turn round and w'alk up on the right side, or .should he 
go to Paris to try his luck tliere? the wonderful luck to 
earn the few pence by virtue of which lie could keep up 
sufficient strength to push his barrow' along when to¬ 
morrow had dawned? Should he invest his last shilling 
in the payment of the toll and go on to meet the unknown 
fate aw'aiting him ? lie took the risk, paid the octroi and 
trudged along the Avenue de la Grande Armee. 

The sun had risen higher in the sky, and the pavements 
were still warm from the previous day; the gay town 
smelled like the close, fetid atmosphere of the bedroom, 
which streamed through the open windows and hung 
heavily in the still air. The sunbeams heated the dust 
which rose in clouds from the carpets beaten against the 
doorsteps; showy advertisements fla.shed from privies and 
news-stalls, and a suffocating smell of ammonia penetrated 
through the half-open doors; cigar ends, tobacco, manure, 
orange skins, celery stalks, pieces of paper from forgotten 
refuse heaps were carried aw'ay by the rushing stream wliich 
gushed from the main and swept everything tow'ards the 
gratings of the gutter. 

The old man cried his wares, but carts and omnibuses 
R 
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drowned his voice, and no one bougsht. Tired, forsdken 
by every one, he sat. dov^ on a seat under the plane trees* 
But the sunbeams found him out, and scprched him in 
spite of the dusty leaves. How dismal the sun appeared 
to the worn-out traveller, who longed for an overcast sky 
and a downpour to relieve the unbearable heat, which 
robbed his nerves of their strength and shrivelled up his 
muscles. 

Yet the torture of the excessive heat did not make him 
insensible to the torture of hunger and the dread of the 
morrow. He rose, seized the shafts of his barrow, and 
toiled up the steep incline which leads to the Arc de 
Triomphe, shouting incessantly— 

“ Quatre liards la botte! ” 

At tlie last street corner a little dressmaker bought 
two bunches. 

He dragged himself through the Champs Elys4es, and 
met the wealthy man, seated in his carriage behind his 
English coachman, on his way to the Bois de Boulogne, 
there to brood over the problem of life. The palaces and 
large restaurants bought nothing; the fierce rays of the 
sun dried up the water-cress, and the long green leaves of 
his caulifiowers hung limp, so that he was obliged to 
spriakle them wdth water at the fountain near the Bond- 

It was noon when he passed the Place de la Cbncorde 
and arrived at the Quays. Before the restaurants men 
were sitting and lunching; some of them had already 
arrived at the coffee. They looked well-fed, but bored, 
as if they were fulfilling a melancholy and painfud duty 
by keeping alive. But to the old man they were happy 
mortals who had staved off death for a few hours, while 
he fdlt his soul shrinking like a dried apple. 

The barrow rattled past the Pont-Neuf, and every stone 
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against which the wheels pushed shook the muscles and 
nems ol his tired arms. He had not broken his fast since 
the earjy morning; his voice sounded thin like the voice 
of a consumptive, so that his cries were more like cries 
for help now, with little preliminary sighs caused by want 
of breath. 

His feet were burning and his hands trembled; he felt 
as if the marrow in his spine were melting with the heat, 
and the thin blood hammered in his temples as he turned 
towards the city, seeking the shade of the Quai de 
I’Horloge. He halted for a moment before a wine-shop 
in the Place de Parvis, half inclined to spend his 
few pennies on a glass of wine. Hut he pulled himself 
together and trudged on, past Notre-Dame, towards the 
Morgue. 

He could not drag himself aw'ay from this mysterious 
little house, where so many problems of life have been 
solved, and he entered. How cool and beautiful it was 
inside, where the dead lay on marble slabs, the hoar-frost 
on their hair and beards sparkling as on a beautiful, bright 
winter day. Some of them looked distressed, because the 
rush of the water into their lungs, or the stab of the knife 
into the heart, had given them pain; one of them smiled 
as if he were glad that all w'as over; one lay there with an 
expression of indifference on his face, as if nothing 
mattered; the problem was solved, at any rate: he had 
lived until he died. No more clothes required, no more 
food, no shelter I No sorrow, no cares. All held in their 
grasp the greatest boon life has to bestow: a calm w'hich 
neither want, failure of crops, sickness, death, war or 
famine, American wheat or the hard laws which regulate 
wages, could disturb. Sleep without dreams, how gentle 
a sleep I And without an awakening, how splendid! 

The old man must have envied the sleepers, for he 
turned his head on leaving, to feast his eyes once more 
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on the sight of those blessed ones, who slept in cool 
seclusion behind the large glass panes. 

He plodded on to the other side of the church and 
stopped at the principal entrance. He asked the dealer in 
relics to keep an eye on his barrow, and entered. He 
stirred the holy water with his right hand and cooled lips 
and brow. Inside the church it was cool, for the sunbeams 
were powerless to penetrate the stained-glass windows. 
The pulpit was occupied by a little abbi, freshly shaved, 
with traces of pow'der still visible on his bluish skin; he 
was speaking, and the old man listened. 

*** Consider the lilies in the field,* said the abb4, 
“ ‘ how they grow; they toil not, neither do they spin, 
and yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like any 
one of these I Consider the ravens : for they neither sow 
nor reap; which neither have store-houses nor barn; and 
God feedeth them; how raucli more are ye better than 
the fowls 1 * ” 

“ How much more are we better than the fowis! ’* 
sighed the old man. 

“But rather seek ye the Kingdom of God,*' concluded 
the abb4, “ and all else will be added to you.” 

“All else,” sighed the old man, “all else I First the 
Kingdom of God, and then all else.” 

Leaning against a pillar in the side aisle, the wealthy 
man, holding a Baedeker in his hand, tried to solve the 
problem of the essence and origin of life by means of a 
careful study of the architecture of the past. He did not 
believe in the Kingdom of God, but he brooded over the 
purpose of life, and could not understand why a man 
should go to so much trouble to kill time until he -was 
seventy or at the most eighty years old. Had it not been 
against all conventions, he would have gone to ttie old 

and said to him who had already passed his allotted 
time— 
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“ Give me your solution of the problem of life I ” 

And the old man, unless he had been too exhausted with 
hunger.and thirst, would have answered— 

“The problem of life, as I understood it, is the main- 
*tenance of one’s own life.” 

“Is that all? ” the wealthy man would have answered, 
astonished. 

“ All ? Isn’t it enough ? All ? ” 

“ We do not understand one another.” 

“ No, we do not understand one another; we have never 
understood one another.” 

“Because you arc a selfish old man, who has lived but 
for himself. But humanity. ...” 

“ Sir, I too have lived for humanity, for I have brought 
up and educated four children, a problem which was 
more difiScult perhaps to solve than yours, the solu¬ 
tion of which you can buy at any bookseller’s. Yes, 
go, sell all you have and give it to the poor, then 
you wiD see whether there is room in life for anything 
else I ” 

But the wealthy man preferred to leave the problem 
unsolved and keep his gold; therefore he continued to 
study his Baedeker, and did not ask the poor coster for 
his opinion. 

The old man, with faith unshaken, left the church, the 
abbe’s comforting words ringing in his ears: “ Take no 
heed of to-morrow,” and crosserl to the left shore of the 
river. 

At the corner of the Boulevard St. Michel he was for¬ 
tunate enough to sell six centimes’ worth of his stuff at a 
reduced price. And on he trudged and turned into the 
Rue Bonaparte. 

It was afternoon, that saddest time of the day when the 
sun is setting, but darkness has not yet fallen, darkness 
which brings in its train peace for the weary souls who 



246 THE .CONFESSION OP A FOOL' 

long to rest and play for a while before they are compelled 
to face torturing dreams and memoriest 

He sat down on a stone step and counted his jfioney ; 
eighty centimes; that was twenty centimes less than the 
franc which he had spent at the gate. How could he pay 
six francs to the nursery gardener? How could he buy 
food and drink, how return before nightfall to Surisnes? 
He saw in imagination the endless Champs £lys4es, the 
long Avenue de la Grande Arm4e, the terrible Avenue 
Neuilly. No, it was too far to go back, too far. 

He looked about searchingly, and his dim eyes were 
dazzled by the gleam of the blue and red glass bottles in 
the chemist's shop on the other side of the street, which 
sparkled in the rays of the setting sun. They stood on 
long shelves, filled ^\ith bottles and boxes; patent medi¬ 
cines for indigestion; appetite restoratives; powders to 
calm feverish brains which had brooded too long over the 
riddle of life; means of protection from over-population or 
increasing poverty; headache pencils for those who tried 
to solve social problems; rouge for night-birds, tabloids 
for nervous ailments and financially independent people. 
All these things could be bought there. 

The old man rose hastily, as if a buyer had beckoned to 
him, and entered the chemist’s shop. 

“Six centimes’ worth of laudanum, please,” he said. 
“My wife is suffering from convulsions.” 

And as if to prove his words, he lifted his right hand 
to show the ring on his third finger. But there was 
only a white line and a groove in the brown skin. 

But the chemist, who, perhaps, had also been wigting 
for a buyer, took no notice of his gesture; he filled « small 
bottle with the required liquid, licked a label, bit a cork, 
took the money, and reiiuned the study of his pharma¬ 
copoeia* What business was it of his? 

The old man, the bottle in his pocket, staggered out„ 
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o£ the shop, once again seized the shafts, and wandered 
up the street. He stopped at a bookseller's, and as if to 
make OQe more bid for good fortune, he called out for the 
last time— 

Quatre bards la botte ! 

Quatre bards la botte ! ” 

Afraid that somebody might beckon to him in reply, 
he put the bottle to his bps and greedily drank the dark- 
red liquid, as if to quench a burning thirst. The pupils 
of his eyes contracted as if he were staring into the sun; 
a vivid scarlet bame shot across his cheeks, his knees 
bent, and he fell on the edge of the gutter. He snored 
loudly like a man in a sound sleep; the perspiration stood 
in large drops on his face, and there was a quivering 
movement of his legs. 

By the time the police had arrived he lay quite still, 
but the expression of his face plainly betrayed his last 
conscious thoughts— 

- “ Life was sometimes good, evil every now and then, 
but the best thing came last. I solved the problem as w’ell 
as 1 could, and it was not easy, although the rich man 
found that it w'as not enough. Bui we did not understand 
one another. It is a pity that men are not meant to 
understand one another.” 



II 


Arrived in Switzerland, we took rooms in a private 
hotel, so as to avoid all quarrels on the subject of house¬ 
keeping. 

Marie made up for lost time, fdr being alone now, and 
unbacked by sympathising friends, I was again in her 
power. From the very beginning she posed as the keeper 
of a harmless lunatic. She made the acquaintance of the 
doctor, informed proprietor and proprietress, the wait¬ 
resses, the servants, the other guests. I was shut off from 
association with intelligent people of my own kindred who 
understood me. At meals she revenged herself for the 
silence to which she had been condemned in Paris. She 
missed no opportunity of joining in the conversation, and 
literally inundated us Ritli a never-ending stream of 
foolish twaddle which, she knew, irritated me horribly. 
And since the uncultured, commonplace crowd among 
whom we lived always very politely agreed with her, 
there was nothing for nm to do but to keep silence; they 
regarded my silence as a proof of my inferiority. 

She looked ill and fragile, and appeared to be suffering 
from a great grief; she treated me with dislike and 
contempt. 

All I loved, she detested : she was disappointed with tlie 
Alps because I admired them; she scorned the beautiful 
walks; she avoided being alone with me; she a 
practice of anticipating my wishes so as to thwart them; 
she said Yes w'henever I said No, and vice versa; there 
was no doubt that she hated me. 

Alone and solitary in a strange country, I was compelled 
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to seek her society; but since we never talked for fear 
of quarrelling, I had to be content with merely seeing her 
at my Side, with feeling that I was not quite isolated. 

My illness became worse; I was so ill that I could take 
nothing but beef tea; I lay awake at night, suffering 
agonies, tortured by an unbearable thirst which I tried to 
relieve by drinking cold milk. 

My brain, keen and refined by study and culture, was 
thrown into confusion by contact with a coarser brain; 
every attempt to bring it into harmony with my wife’s 
caused me to have convulsions. I tried to get into touch 
with strangers. But they treated me with the forbearance 
which a sane person usually shows to a lunatic. 

For three months I hardly opened my lips. At the end 
of that time I noticed with horror that I had almost lost 
my voice, and, from sheer want of practice, had no longer 
any control of the spoken word. 

Determined not to be defeated in the struggle, I began 
a brisk correspondence with ray friends in Sweden. But 
their guarded language, tlieir deep sympathy, their well- 
meant advice, plainly betrayed the opinion which they had 
formed of my mental condition. 

She triumphed. I was on the verge of insanity, and 
the first symptoms of per.'»eciitional mania showed them¬ 
selves. Mania? Did I say mania? I Tons being per¬ 
secuted, there was nothing irrational in the thought. 

It was just as if I had become a child again. Extremely 
feeble, I lay for hours on the sofa, my head on her knees, 
my arms round her waist, like Michel Angelo’s Pieta. I 
buried my face in her lap, and she called me her child. 
** Your child, yes,” I stammered. I forgot my sex in the 
arms of the mother, who was no longer female, but sexless. 
Now she regarded me with the eyes of the conqueror, now 
she looked at me kindly, seized with the sudden tenderness 
which the hangman is said to feel sometimes for his victim. 
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She was like the female spider which devours her mate 
immediately after the hymeneal embrace* 

■ 

While I suffered thus, Marie led a mysterious life. She 
always remained in bed till the one o’clock dinner. After 
dinner she went to town, frequently without any definite 
purpose, and did not return until supper, sometimes even 
later. When I was asked where she had gone, I replied— 

“ To town I ” 

And the inquirer smiled furtively. 

1 never suspected her. 1 never thought of playing the 
spy. After supper she remained in the drawing-room, 
talking to strangers. 

At night she often treated the servants to liqueurs; I 
heard their whispering voices, but I never stooped so low 
as to listen at her door. . . . 

What was it that held me back ? I don't know. Only 
an instinct, I suppose, which teaches us that those actions 
are unmanly and dishonourable. Moreover, it had become 
a sort of religion with me to leave her an absolutely free 
hand. 

Three months passed. Then tlie fact suddenly struck 
me that our expenditure w'as enormous. Now that our 
expenses were regulated, it was easy to check them. 

We paid twelve francs a day at our hotel, that is tiiree 
hundred and sixty francs a month, and I had given Marie 
a thousand francs a month. She had therefore spent six 
hundred francs a month in incidental expenses. 

I asked her to account for her extravagance. 

The money has been spent on incidental items I ” 
exclaimed furiously. 

‘‘Whatl with an ordinary expenditure of three 
hundred and sixty francs, you spent six hundred francs 
ixicifientally ? Do you take me for a fool ? ’’ 
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'I don’t deny that you have given me a thousand 
francs, but you have spent the greater part on yourself 
' Halve I ? liCt’s see! Tobacco (very inferior quality), 
and cigars at one penny each : ten francs; postage: ten 
francs; what else? ” 

** Your fencing lessons! ” 

** I’ve only had one : three francs! ” 

“ Riding lessons 1 ” 

** Two: live francs.” 

“ Books I ” 

“Books? Ten francs—together thirty francs; let us 
say one hundred francs; that leaves five hundred francs 
for incidental expenses. . . . Preposterous I ” 

“ Do you mean to say I’m robbing you? You cad! ” 
What could I say? Nothing at all! . . . 

I was a cad, and on the following day all her friends in 
Sw'eden were informed of the progress of my insanity. 

And gradually the myth grew and developed. The 
salient characteristics of my personality became more and 
more unmistakable as time went on, and instead of the 
harmless poet, a mythological figure was sketched, black¬ 
ened, touched up until it closely resembled a criminal. 

I made an attempt to escape to Italy, where I felt sure 
of meeting artists and men after my own heart. The 
attempt was a failure. We returned to the shores of the 
Lake of Geneva, there to await Marie’s confinement. 

When the child was a few days old, Marie, the martyr, 
the oppressed wife, the slave without rights, implored me 
to have it baptised. She knew very well that in my 
controversial waitings I had fought Christianity tooth and 
nail, and was therefore strongly opposed to the ritual of 
the church. 

Altliough she was not in the least religious herself, and 
had not set a foot inside a church for the last ten years, 
pr been to communion for goodness knows how long; 



0 


268 THE CpNFESSION OF A FOOL 

4 

although she had only prayed lor dogs, fowls and rabbits, 
the thought of this baptism, which she meant to elaborate 
into a great festival, completely obsessed her. I <had no 
doubt that the motive which actuated her was the thought 
of my dislike to ceremonies which I considered insincere, 
and which are opposed to all my convictions. 

But she implored me with tears in her eyes, appealed to 
my kind and generous nature. In the end I yielded to 
her importunity, on condition, however, that I was not 
expected to be present at the ceremony. She kissed my 
hand, t)ianked me effusively for what she called a mark of 
my affection for her, and assured me that her baby’s 
baptism was a matter of conscience to her, a very vital 
point. 

The ceremony took place. After her return from 
church, she ridiculed the “ farce ” in the presence of many 
witnesses, posed as a free-thinker, made fun of the cere¬ 
monial, and even boasted that she knew nothing whatever 
of the church into which her son had just been 
received. 

She had won the game and could afford to laugh at the 
whole business; the ** vital question ” transformed itself 
into a victory over me, a victory which served to 
strengthen the hands of my adversaries. 

Once again I had humiliated myself, laid myself open 
to attack, in order to humour the fads and fancies of an 
overbearing woman. 

But my measure of calamities was not yet full. A 
Scandinavian lady appeared on the scene, full of the 
mania called the Emancipation of Woman.” She and 
Marie became friends at once, and between them I had 
no chance. 

She brought with her the cowardly book of a sexless 
writer who, rejected by all parties, became a traitor 
to his own sex by embracing the cause of all the 
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blue-stockings of the civilised world. After having 
read Man and Woman, by Emile Girardin, I could 
well understand that this movement was bound to 
result in great advantages to the hostile camp of the 
women. 

To depose man and put woman in his place by the 
re-introduction of the niatriarchate; to dethrone the true 
lord of creation who evolved civilisation, spread the 
benefits of culture, created all great ideals, art, the 
professions, all that there is great and beautiful in the 
world, and crown woman whoy with few exceptions, has 
not shared in the great work of civilisation, constituted 
to me a challenge to my sex. The very thought of having 
to witness the apotheosis of those intelligences of the iron 
age, those manlike creatures, those semi-apes, that pack 
of dangerous animals, roused my manhood. It was 
strange, but I was cured of my illness, cured through my 
intense repugance to an enemy who, though intellectually 
my inferior, was more than a match for me on account of 
her complete lack of moral feeling. 

In a tribal war the less honest, the more crafty, tribe 
generally remains in possession of the battlefield. The 
more a man respects woman, the more leisure he leaves her 
to arm and prepare herself for the fight, the smaller are 
his prospects of winning the battle. 1 determined to take 
the matter seriously. 1 armed myself for this new duel 
and wrote a book which I flung, like a gauntlet, at the 
feet of the emancipated w'omen, those fools who demanded 
freedom at the price of man’s bondage. 

In the following spring we changed our hotel. Our 
new abode was a kind of purgatory where I was con¬ 
tinually watched by twenty-five w'omen who, incidentally, 
furnished me with copy for my book. 

In three months’ time the volume was ready for publica¬ 
tion. It was a collection of stories of matrimonial life 
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with an introduction in which 1 voiced a great number of 
^isatgreeable home-truths. 

“Woman,*’ I contended, “is not a slave, for she and 
her children are supported by her husband’s work. She 
is not oppressed, for nature has ordained that she should 
live under the protection of the man wliile she fulfils her 
mission in life as mother. Woman is not man’s intel¬ 
lectual equal; the man, on the other hand, cannot bear 
children. She is not an essential factor in the great work 
of civilisation; this is man’s domain, for he is better fitted 
to grapple witii spiritual problems than she is. Evolution 
teaches us that the greater the difference between the 
sexes, the stronger and more fit will be the resulting 
offspring. Consequently the aping of the masculine, the 
equality of the sexes, means retrogression, and is utter 
folly, the last dream of romantic and idealistic socialism. 

“Woman, man’s necessary complement, the spiritual 
creation of man, has no right to the privileges of her 
husband, for she can only be called ‘ the other half of 
hiuuanity ’ by virtue of her numbers, proportionally she 
is merely the sixth part of a sixth. She should not, there¬ 
fore, invade the labour market as long as it falls to the 
lot of the man to provide for his wife and family. And 
the fact should not be lost sight of that every time a 
woman wrests an appointment from a man, there is one 
more old maid or prostitute.” 

The fury of the feminists, and the formidable party 
which they formed, may easily be imagined when one 
realises that they demanded the confiscation of my book 
and brought a lawsuit against me. 

Bui despite their attempt to represent my attack as an 
offence against religion (the folly of the unsexed actually 
aspired to raise their cause to the dignity of a religion), 
they were not clever enough to win their case. 

Marie obstinately opposed my intention to go to Swedep 
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unaccompanied by her; to take my family with me was out 
of the question on account of my limited means. Secretly 
she w^s afraid that 1 might esca})e from her strict 
guardianship and, worse still, that my appearance in court, 
before the public, would give the lie to the rumours con¬ 
cerning my mental condition which she had so sedulously 
disseminated. 

She pleaded illness, without, however, being able to 
make a definite statement as to the nature of her illness, 
and kept her bed. Nevertheless I decided to appear 
personally in court, and left for Sweden. 

The letters which I wrote to her during the following 
six weeks, while I was threatened with two years’ penal 
servitude, were full of lo\e, love rekindled by our separa¬ 
tion. My overwrought brain cast a glamour over her 
fragile form, wove a resplendent halo round her sw'eet 
face; restraint and longing clothed her with the white 
garments of the guardian angel. Everything that was 
base, ugly, evil, disappeared; the madonna of my first 
love-dream reappeared. I went so far as to admit to an 
old friend, a journalist, *Hhat the influence of a good 
woman had made me more humble and pure-minded.” 
Probably this confession made the round of the papers 
of the United Kingdoms. 

Did the unfaithful wife laugh when she read it? 

The public got its money’s worth, at any rate. 

Marie’s replies to my love-letters bore witness to the 
keen interest which she took in the financial side of the 
question. But her opinion underwent a change in the 
same proportion in which the ovations I received in the 
theatre, in the street and in court increased, and she called 
the^ judges stupid, and regretted that she was not a 
member of the jury. 

She met my ardent declarations of love with clever 
reserve; she refused to be drawn Into an argument, and 
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cpnBned herself to the repetition of the words/“To 
understand one another,” “To comprehend each other’s 
nature and ideas.” She blamed my failure to understand 
her for the unhappiness of our marriage. But^I could 
swear that she herself never understood a single word of 
the language of her learned poet. 

Amongst the number of her letters there was one which 
reawakened my old suspicions. I had mentioned my 
intention to live permanently abroad, if I w^as fortunate 
enough to escape Hie meshes of t^c law. 

Tliis upset her; she scolded me, threatened me with 
tlie loss of her love; she appealed to my pity, went down 
on her knees before me, as it were, evoked the memory of 
my mother, and confessed that the thought of never again 
seeing her country" (by which she did not mean Finland) 
sent cold shudders down her spine and would kill her. 

Why cold shudders? I wondered. . . . 

To this day I have not found an explanation. 

I was acquitted. A banquet was given in my honour, 
and—oh, irony of fate!—Marie's health was drunk 
“because she had persuaded me to appear personally 
before my judges.” 

It was indeed amusing 1 

As soon as possible I returned to Geneva, where my 
family had lived during my absence. 1o my great 
surprise Marie, whom I had believed to be ill and in bed, 
met me at the station; she looked w'cll and happy, but a 
trifle absent-minded. 

I soon recovered my spirits, and the evening and night 
which followed fully compensaiiCKl me for all the sufferings 
1 had endured during those six weeks. 

On the following day I discovered that we were living 
in a boarding-house which was mainly patronised by 
students and light women. While listening to their 
chatter, it came home to me with a pang that Marie had 
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found pleasure in drinking and playing cards with these 
shady characters. The familiar tone whidi prevailed 
revolt^ me. Marie posed to the students as the little 
mother (her old game); she was the bosom friend of the 
most objectionable* of the women; she introduced her to 
me; a slut, who came down to dinner semi-intoxicated. 

And in this hell my children had lived for six weeks! 
I'heir mother approved of the place, for she was without 
prejudices! And her illness—^her simulated illness—^liad 
not prevented her front taking part in the amusements of 
this disreputable company. 

She lightly dismissed all my remonstrances. 1 was 
jealous, a stickler, a snob. . . . 

And again it was war between us. 

'We w'ere now confronted by a new* difficulty : the ques¬ 
tion of the education of the children. The nurse, an 
uneducated country girl, was made their governess, and, 
in collusion with the mother, committed the most out¬ 
rageous follies. Both w^omen w^ere indolent, and liked to 
stay in bed until broad daylight. Consequently the 
children were obliged to stay in bed also, during the 
morning, no matter how wirle awake they were; if they 
insisted on getting up, they were punished. As soon as I 
became aware of this state of things, I interfered; without 
much ado I sounded the re\eille in the nursery, and was 
greeted with shouts of delight as a deliverer from bondage. 
My wife reminded me of our contract: personal freedom 
—her interpretation of which was the limitation of the 
liberty of others—^but I took no notice of her. 

The monomania of weak and inferior brains, that desire 
to equalise what can never be equal, wras the cause of much 
mis&ief in my family. My elder daughter, a precocious 
child, had for years been allowed to play with my illus¬ 
trated books, and had, besides, enjoyed many of the 
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' privileges usually enjoyed by the firstborn* Because J 
would not extend the same privileges to the younger one, 
who had no idea of handling an expensive book^ I was 
accused of injustice. 

** There ought to be no difference whatever,*’ she said. 

‘*No difference? Not even in the quantity of clothes 
and shoes ? ” 

There was no direct reply to my remark, but a con¬ 
temptuous fool ” made up for the onussion. 

“ Every one according to merib and ability I This for 
the elder, that for the younger one I ” 

But she refused to understand my meaning, and stub¬ 
bornly maintained that I was an unjust father, and 
** hated ” my younger daughter. 

To tell the truth, I was more attached to the elder one, 
because she awakened in me memories of the first beautiful 
days of my life, and because, also, she was sensible in 
advance of her years; 1 may also have been influenced by 
the fact that the younger one was born at a time when I 
had grave doubts of my wife’s fidelity. 

The mother’s '^justice,” 1 may say, evidenced itself 
in complete indifference to the children. She was always 
either out or asleep. She was a stranger to them, and 
tliey became devoted to me; their preference for me was 
so marked that it roused her jealousy, and in order to 
conciliate her, 1 made a practice of letting her distribute 
the toys and sweets which I bought for them, hoping that 
in this way she might win their affection. 

The little ones were a very important factor in my life, 
and in my darkest moment^, when 1 was almost broken by 
my isolation, contact with them bound me afresh to life 
and their mother. For the sake of the children the 
thought of divorcing my wife was unthinkable; an ominous 
fact, as far as I was concerned, for 1 was becoming more 
and more her abject slave. 
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The result of my attack on the strongholds of the 
feminists soon made itself felt. The Swiss press attacked 
me in such a manner that iny life in Switzerland became 
unbearable. The sale lof my books was prohibited, and 
I fled, hunted from town to town, to France. 

But my former Paris friends had deserted me. I'hey 
had become my wife’s allies, and, surrounded and hemmed 
in like a wild beast, I again changed the arena; almost 
without means I at last made port in a colony of artists 
in the neighbourhood of Paris. 

Alas 1 I was caught in a net, and I remained enmeshed 
for ten miserable months I 

The society in which I found myself consisted of young 
Scandinavian artists, recruited from various professions, 
some of them of strange origin; but, worse still, there 
was a number of lady-artists, Mumen without prejudices, 
completely emancipated and so enamoured with herma¬ 
phroditic literature that tliey believed themselves the 
equals of man. They tried to conceal their sex as far as 
possible by adopting certain masculine characteristics; 
they smoked, drank, played billiards . . . and made love 
to each other. They wallowed in the lowest depths of 
immorality. 

As an alternative to utter isolation, we made friends 
with two of those monstrous women; one of them was a 
wrtijpr, the other an artist. 

The writer called on me first, as is customary when one 

happens to be a well-known author. My wife was jealous 

at once: she vras anxious to win an ally sufficiently 
Sf 259 
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enlightened to appreciate my arguments against the 
tinsexed. 

But certain events happened whidi made my^ hence¬ 
forth notorious mania bresic out in irrepressible fury. 

The hotel boasted of an album which contained carica¬ 
tures of all the well-known Scandinavians^ sketched by 
Scandinavian artists. My portrait was amongst them, 
adorned with a horn cleverly contrived by the manipulation 
of a lock of hair. 

The artist was one of our most intimate friends. I 
concluded that my wife’s infidelity was an open secret; 
everybody knew it, everybody except myself. I asked the 
proprietor of the collection for an explanation. 

Marie had taken care to inform him of my mental 
condition soon after our arrival, and he swore that the 
decoration of my forehead existed in my imagination only, 
that there was no trace of it in the sketch, and that I 
had w'orked myself into a passion for no reason whatever. 
1 liad to be content with this explanation until I was 
able to obtain more reliable information. 

One evening we were sipping our coffee in the hotel 
garden in the company of an old friend who had just arrived 
from Sweden. It was still broad daylight, and from 
where I- sat I could watch every expression on Marie’s 
face. The old man gave us all the latest news. Amongst 
other names he mentioned that of the doctor who had 
treated my wife by massage. She did not let the name 
pass without comment, but interrupted him with a 
defiant— 

“ Ahl you know the doctor? ” 

*‘Oh yes, he is a very popular man. ... I mean to 

say he enjoys a certain reputation-” 

As a conceited fool,” 1 interposed. * 

Marie’s cheeks grew pale; a cynical smile drew up the 
corners of her mouth, so that h^ white teeth became 
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visible. The conversation dropped amid a general sense 
of embarrassment. 

When I was left alone with my friend, I begged him 
to tell me frankly what he knew of those rumours which 
were giving me so*much uneasiness. He swore a solemn 
oath that he knew nothing. 1 continued urging him, and 
at last drew from him the following enigmatical words of 
comfort— 

“Moreover, my dear fellow, if you suspect one man, 
you may be sure that tliere are several.” 

That was all. But from this day onward Marie, who 
had been so fond of telling tales, of mentioning the 
doctor’s name in public, that it sometimes seemed as if 
she were trying to get accustomed to talk about him 
without blushing, never again alluded to him. 

This discovery impressed me so much that 1 took the 
trouble to search my memory for similar evidence. I 
recollected a play which had appeared at the time of her 
divorce. It threw light, vague, uncertain light, it is true, 
but yet sufficient light, on the channel which led up to 
the source of those rumours. 

A play by the famous Norwegian blue-stocking, the 
promoter of the “equality-mania,” had fallen into my 
hands. I had read it without connecting it in the least 
aith my own case* Now, however, 1 applied it easily, so 
easily that the blackest suspicions of my wife’s good fame 
seemed justified. 

This was the story of the play— 

A photographer (the realism of my writings had won 
me this designation) had married a girl of doubtful 
morality. She had been the mistress of a smelter, and 
funds which she received from her former lover kept her 
home going. She made herself proficient in her husband’s 
profession; and while she worked left him to loaf and spend 
his time in the qafds, drinking with boon companions. 
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The facts, albdt disgmsed in this way, must have been 
plains enough to the publisher; for although the latter 
knew that Marie was a translator, he did not knew that 
I edited her translations and paid her the proceeds of her 
work without condition or deduction. * 

Matters did not improve when the unfortunate photo¬ 
grapher ^scovered that his daughter, whom he idolised, 
had Come into the world prematurely and was not his 
child at all, that he had been duped by his wife when she 
had prevailed on him to marry her. 

To complete his degradation the deceived husband 
accepted a large sum from the old lover in lieu of damages. 

In this I saw an allusion to Marie’s loan which the 
Baron had guaranteed; it was the same guarantee which 
1 had been compelled to countersign on our wedding-day. 

I could not, at first, see any similitude between the 
illegitimate birth of the child in the play and my own 
case, for my little daughter was not born until two years 
after our marriage. 

But I reflected... . What about the child who died ? ... 
I was on the right tack I . . . Poor little dead baby I . . . 
It had been the cause of our marriage which otherwise 
might never have taken place. 

1 knew that my conclusion was not altogether sound, 
nevertheless I had arrived at a conclusion of some sort. 
Everything fitted in. Marie had visited the Baron after 
the divorce, he was on friendly terms with us, the walls 
of my home were decorated with his pictures, there was 
the loan, and all the rest of it. 

1 was determined to act, and laid my plans accordingly. 

I intended to suggest that Marie should draw up an 
indictment, or rather a defence, which would cleat us 
Imth, for both of us had been attacked by the feminists’ 
man of straw; he, doubtless, had been bribed into 
undertaking this profitable job. 
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When Marie entered my room» I received her in the 
most friendly manner. 

“ What is the matter ? ” she asked. 

very serious thing which concerns us bothl 1 
told her the story«of the play, and added that the actor 
who played the part of the photographer had made up 
to resemble me. 

She reflected, silently, a prey to very evident excitement. 

Then I suggested the defence. 

** If it is true, tell me; 1 shall forgive you. If the little 
one who died was indeed Gustav’s baby, well—^you were 
free at the time; vague promises only bound you to me, 
and you had never accepted any money from me. As for 
the hero of the play, he behaved, in my opinion, like a 
man of heart; he was incapable of ruining the future 
prospects of his wife and daughter. The money which 
he accepted on behalf of the child was nothing but 
a quite legitimate compensation for an injury done to 
him.” 

She listened with great attention; her small soul nibbled 
at the bait without, however, swallowing it. 

To judge from the calm which smoothed her conscience- 
stricken features, my assertion that she had a right to 
dispose of her body because she had never taken money 
from me pleased her. She agreed that the deceived 
husband was a man of heart. A noble heart,” she 
maintained. 

The scene ended without my succeeding to draw a 
confession from her. I showed her the way out of the 
difficulty; I appealed to her for advice as to the best means 
of repairing our honour; suggested that we should publish 
oqr defence ” in the shape of a novel, and so cleanse 
ourselves before the world and our children from all those 
infamies. . . . 

I talked for an hour. She sat at my writing-table, 
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playing with my penholder, in a state of intense agitation, 
without making a sound, only giving vent occasionally to 
a short exclamation. • 

I went out for a walk and then played a gmne of 
billiards. When I returned, after a couple of hours, I 
found her still sitting in the same place, motionless, like 
a statue. 

She roused herself when she heard my footsteps. 

“You were setting a trap for me! ” she exclaimed. 

“ Not at all! Do you think 1 Tinnt to lose the mother 
of my children for ever? ’’ 

consider you capable of anything. You want to 
be rid of me; you made an attempt some time ago when 
you introduced a certain friend of yours to me.” She 
mentioned a name which had never before been mentioned 
in this connection. “You hoped that 1 should betray 
you with him, didn’t you f ” 

“Who told you that? ” 

“ Helga I ” 

“HelgaP ” 

She was Marie’s last “ friend ” before we left Sweden. 
The revenge of the Lesbian! 

“ And you believed her ? ” 

“Of course 1 did. . . . But I deceived you both, him 
and you! ” 

“ You mean there was a third r ” 

“ I didn’t say so I ” 

“ But you just confessed it I Since you deceived both 
of us, you must have deceived me I That is a logical 
conclusion.” 

She fought my arguments desperately, and demanded 
that 1 should prove them. • 

“Prove them! . . .” 

Her treachery, surpassing the lowest depths of degrada¬ 
tion of which I held a human heart capable/weighed on 
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me like a crushing load. 1 bowed my head, I fell on my 
knees, I whined for mercy, 

“ Yqu believed in the tittle-tattle of that woman! You 
believed that I wanted to be rid of you! And yet I have 
never been anything to you but a true friend, a faithful 
husband; I can’t live without you! You complained of 
my jealousy . . . while I regarded all women who run 
after me, trying to make love to me, as evil spirits. You 
believed what that woman said! . . . Tell me, did you 
really believe it ? ” • 

She was moved to compassion, and, all at once, yielding 
to a prompting to tell the truth, she confessed that she 
had never really believed it. 

“And you deceived me. . . . Confess it, I’ll forgive 
you. . . . Deliver me from the terrible, pitiless thoughts 
which torment me. . . . Confess it. , . 

She confessed nothing, and merely confined herself to 
calling my friend a “scoundrel.” 

A scoundrel he, my most intimate, niy closest 
friend I 

Oh, that I lay before her dead! Idfe was unbear¬ 
able. . . . 

During dinner she w’as more than kind to me. When I 
had gone to bed, she came into my room, and, sitting 
on the edge of my bed, stroked my hands, kissed my eyes, 
and at last, shaken to the very foundation of her soul, 
burst into uncontrollable weeping. 

“Don’t cry, darling, tell me w^hat’s the matter; let 
me comfort you! ...” 

She stammered unintelligible, disconnected words 
about my generous heart, my kindness, my forbearance, 
the ^reat compassion w'hich I extended even to the worst 
of sinners. 

How absurd it all was! I accused her of infidelity, 
she praised and caressed me. 
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But the fire had been kindled, and liie flames could 
not be extinguished. 

She had deceived me. , 

I must know the name of my rival! 

The following week was one of the darkest of my 
whole life. 

1 fought a desperate fight against all those inbred 
^principles which we inherit, or, rather, which we acquire 
'through education. I resolved to open Marie’s letters 
and make sure how I stood with her. And yet, although 
1 aUowed her to open all communications which came 
for me during my absence, I recoiled from tampering 
with the sacred law of the inviolability of letters, this 
most subtle obligation imposed on us by silent agreement 
between the whole community. 

But my desire to know the full truth was stronger 
than my sense of honour, and a day dawn^ when 
the sacred law was forgotten. A letter had Arrived; 
I opened it with trembling fingers; my hands shook 
as if they were unfolding the death-warrant of my 
honour. 

It was a letter from tiie adventuress, friend No. 1. 
The subject of it was my insanity, mockingly, con¬ 
temptuously discussed; it concluded with a prayer that 
God might soon deliver ^^her dear Marie” from her 
martyrdom by extinguishing the last glimmer of my 
reason. 

I copied the worst passages, re-sealed the envelope, 
ai}4 laid the letter aside, ready to hand it to my wife 
with the evening mail. When the time came 1 gave it 
to her, and sat down by her side to watch her whBe 
ah#' read it. ^ 

^ ’When she came to the part where the writer prayed 
for my death^—^at the top of the second page—she burst 
into shrill laughter. ^ 
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So my beloved wife saw no other way out of her 
difficulties than my death. ' It was her only hope of 
escapeifrom the consequences of her indiscretions. When 
I was gone, she would cash my life insurance and receive 
the pension due t6 the widow of a famous writer; then 
she would marry again, perhaps, or remain a gay widow 
all her life . . . my beloved wife. . • . 

Moriturus sum! I resolved to hasten the catastrophe 
by a liberal recourse to absinthe, sole source of happinesi 
now, and in the me&ntime play billiards to calm my 
excited brain. 

A fresh complication confronted me, worse, if possible, 
than any of the previous ones. The authoress who had 
pretended to be in lo%’e with me made a conquest of 
Marie, and Marie became so devoted to her that her 
attachment gave rise to a great deal of gossip. This 
roused the jesdousy of the authoress's forhier “insepar¬ 
able,” a fact which was not calculated to contradict 
the ugly rumours. 

One evening Marie asked me whether 1 was in love 
with her friend. . . . 

“No, on the contrary! A common tippler! You 
can’t be serious! ” 

“1 am mad on her,” she replied. “It is strange, 
isn’t it? ... I am afraid of being alone with her! ” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know! She is so charming . . . de¬ 
licious. . . 

“Indeed. . . .” 

In the following week we invited some of our Faria 
friands, artists, without scruples or prejudices, and their 
wives. 

The men came, but alone; the wives sent apologies, 
so transparent that they amounted to insults. 
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Dinner degenerated into^ a perfect «orgy. The scan¬ 
dalous conduct of the men’^’«evolted me. 

They treated Marie’s two friends as if they were 
prostitutes, and when every one was more or less 
intoxicated I saw one of the officers *present repeatedly 
kissing my wife. 

I waved my billiard cue above their heads and 
demanded an explanation. 

“He’s a friend of my childliood, a relative I Don’t 
make yourself a laughing-stock,* you silly! ” replied 
Marie. “Moreover, it is a Russian custom to kiss in 
public, and we are Russian subjects.” 

“ Rubbish! ” exclaimed one of the convives, “ A 
relative? Humbug! ” 

I nearly committed a murder then. I had every 
intention to . . . but the thought of leaving my children 
without father and mother arrested my arm. 

When the company had left I had a scene with Marie. 

“Prostitute! ” 

“Why?” 

“Because you submit to lieing treated like one.” 

“ Are you Jealous ? ” 

“ Yes, I am Jealous; Jealous of my lionour, the dignity 
of my family, the reputation of my wife, the future of 
my children! It is because of your unworthy conduct 
that we ore ostracised by aU decent wom(!h. To allow 
a stranger to kiss you in public I Don’t you realise that 
you are mad, that you neither see, nor hear, nor under¬ 
stand what you are doing, that you are absolutely devoid 
of all sense of duty? I shall have you shut up if you 
dfth’t mend your ways, and, to begin with, I forbid you 
to have anything more to do with those two women 

“It’s all your fault I You egged me on! ” 
wanted to see how far you would go I ” 

'^oee how far I would go! WhatjpdHuof have you 
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that lha relationship between me and my friends is such 
as you suspect? ^ 

“ What proof I None! '^^ut I have your admissions, 
your sfippery tales. And didn’t one of your friends admit 
that in her own aountry she would fall into the hands 
of the law? ” 

‘‘I thought you denied the existence of vice I ” 

don’t care how your friends amuse themselves so 
long as their amusements do not interfere with the 
welfare of my family. • From the moment, however, that 
their * peculiarities,’ if you prefer this word, threaten to 
injure us, they are, as far as we are concerned, criminal 
acts. True, as a philosopher, I don’t admit the existence 
of vice, but only of physical or moral defects. And, quite 
recently, when this unnatural tendency was discussed in 
the French parliament, all the French physicians of note 
were of opinion that it was not the province of the law 
to interfere in these matters, except in cases where the 
interests of individual citizens were violated.” 

1 might as well have preaclied to stone walls. How 
could I hope to make this woman, who acknowledged no 
other law but her animal instincts, grasp a philosophical 
distinction 1 

'J’o be quite sure of the facts, I wrote to a friend in 
Paris and asked him to tell me the plain truth. 

In his reply, which was very candid, he told me that my 
wife’s perverse tendencies w'ere no secret in ^candinavia, 
and that the two Danes w ere well-knowm Lesbians in Paris. 

We were in debt at our hotel, and had no money; 
tlierefore w'e were unable to move. But the two Danish, 
ladies got into trouble with the peasants, and were com^ ' 
pelled to leave. 

had known them for eight months, and an abrupt 
termination of our friendship was impossible; moreover, 
they belonged^ tp good families, and were well educated; 
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th^ had been comrades in troubleii a^d 1 iresolvecn^^grant 
them a retreat Ti^Pth holfours. A tm'w&i banquet was thare- 
forc arranged in the studio of one of the 3 wung artists. 

At dessert, when every one iWis more or less gay with 
the wine which had been drunk, Marie, overcome by her 
feelings, rose to sing a song of her own composition. 
It was an imitation of the well-known song in Mignorit 
and in it she bade farew'ell to her friend. She sang with 
fire and genuine feeling, her almond-shaped eyes were 
full of tears and glowed softly in the reflection of the 
candle-light; she opened her heart so wide that even 1 
was touched and charmed. There was a candour, an 
ingenuousness in this w'oman’s love-song to a woman, so 
pathetic that it kept all unchaste thoughts at bay. And 
how strange it w'as I She had neither the appearance nor the 
manners of the hermaphrodite; she was essentially woman; 
loving, tender, mysterious, unfathomable woman. 

How different from lier was the object of her tender- 
n^sl She was a pure Russian type, with masculine 
features, a hooked nose, a massive chin, yellow eyes and 
bloated cheeks, a flat chest, crooked Angers—a truly 
hideous woman—^a peasant would not have looked at her. 

When she had finished her song Marie sat down by 
the side of this freak; the latter rose, took Marie’s head 
in her two hands and kissed her on the lips. That at 
least was pure and unadulterated sensuality. 

1 drank with the Russian until she was quite intoxi* 
cated; she stumbled, looked at me with large, bewildered 
eyes, and, sobbing like an imbecile, clutched the wall to 
support herself. I had never before seen such ugliness 
in*%uman shape. 

The banquet ended with a row in the street. On^the 
following morning the two Danes left. 

Swie passed through a terrible crisis; 1 was genuinely 
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8orry for her; her longing for her friend, her sufferJflg, 
were unmistakable. was * genuine insfibce of unhappy 
love, ^he went fop solitary walks in tlie woods, sang 
love-songs, visited the f&vourite haunts of her friends, 
exhibited every symptom of a wounded heart. I began 
to entertain fears for her sanity. She was unhappy, and 
I could not console her. S)ie avoided my caresses, pushed 
me aside when I tried to kiss her. My heart was full of 
hatred for the w'oman who had robbed me of my wife’s 
love. Perfectly unconscious of. herself, Marie made no 
secret of the identity of the person for whom she was 
mourning. She talked of nothing but her love and her 
sorrow. It was incredible 1 

The two friends carried on a brisk correspondence. 
Infuriated 'with her indifiEerence to me, I one day seized 
one of her friend’s letters. It was a genuine love-letter. 
** My darling, my little puss, my clever, delicate, tender, 
noble-hearted Marie; that coarse husband of yours is but 
a stupid brute . . .'’ and so on. The letter further 
suggested that she should leave me, and proposed ways 
and means of escape. . . . 

1 stood up against my rival, and on the same evening 
—oh, my God! Marie and 1 fought in the moonshine. 
She bit my hailds, I dragged her to the river to drown 
her like a kitten—^when suddenly 1 saw a vision of my' 
children. It brought me to my senses. 

I resolved to put an end to myself, but before doing 
so I determined to write the story of my life. 

The first part of the book was finished when the ne^s 
spread through Ihe village that the Danish ladies had 
engaged rooms. 

1 instantly had the trunks packed, and we left ^or 
German Switzerland. 
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Lovely Argovial Sweet Arcady, where the post- 
niBster tends his flocks, where the colonel drives the only 
cab, where the young girls are virgins when they marry, 
and the young men shoot at targets and play the drum. 
Utopia! land of the golden beer and smoked sausages; 
birthplace of the game of ninepins, the House of Habs- 
burg, William Tell, rustic merry-makings and nai've 
songs straight from the heart, pastors’ wives and vicarage 
idylls I 

Peace returned to our troubled hearts. I recovered, 
and Marie, w'eary of strife, wrapped herself in undisguised 
indifference. We played backgammon as a safety-valve, 
and our conversations, so fraught with danger, were 
replaced by the rolling of dice. I drank good, whole¬ 
some beer instead of wine and the nerve-shattering 
absinthe. 

The influence of our environment soon made itself felt. 
I was amazed to find that such serene calm could follow 
the storms we had weathered, that the elasticity of the 
' mind could withstand so many shocks, that we could 
forget the past, that I could fancy myself the happiest 
husband of the most faithful wife. 

Marie, deprived of all society and friends, uncomplain¬ 
ingly devoted herself to her children. After a moifth 
had elapseid^^he little ones were dressed in frocks which 
she had cut out and made with her own hands. ,«She 
was never impatient with them, and allowed them to 
absorb her completely. 

For the first time now’T noticed a certain lassitude in 
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her; W love of pleasure was less pronounced, approach¬ 
ing middle-age made itself felt. How grieved she was 
when she lost her first tooth! Poor girl! '*^She wept, 
put her arms round me and implored me never to cease 
loving her. She was now thirty-seven years old. Her 
hair had grown thinner, her bosom had sunk like the 
waves of the sea after a storm, the stairs tired her little 
feet, her lungs no longer worked with the old pressure. 

And I, although I had not yet reached my prime, 
although my strength was increasing and I enjoyed 
excellent health, I loved her more than ever at the 
thought that now she would belong entirely to me and 
her children. Shielded from temptation, surrounded by 
my tender care, she would grow old in the fulfilment of 
her duties towards her family. . . . 

Her return to a more normal state of mind manifested 
itself in many pathetic ways. Realising her hazardous 
position as the wife of a comparatively .young man of 
thirty-eight, she took it into her head to be jealous of 
me; she was more particular about the details of her 
dress, and took care of herself during the day, so that 
she might be fresh and able to please me in the evening. 

She need have had no fear, for I am monogamous by 
temperament, and, far from abusing the situation, I did 
my utmost to spare her the cruel pangs of jealousy by 
giving her proof after proof of my renewed love. 

In the autumn I made up my mind tb make a tour 
through French Switzerland; I intended to be away for 
ttkree weeks, and never stay longer than a day at any 
one place. 

Marie, still clinging to the idea of my shattered health, 
tried to dissuade me. 

** 1 am sure it will kill you,” she reiterated. 

“ We shall seel” 

T 
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Hie tour was a point of honour with me, an ati&mpi 
to win her back completdy, to reawaken in her the love 
of the virile. * ,, 

1 returned after incredible htfdships, strongs brown 
and healthy. 

There was a look of admiration, a challenge in her eyes 
when she met me, which was, however, quicklj superseded 
by a look of disappointment. 

I, on the other hand, after my» three weeks’ absence 
and abstinence, treated her as a man treats a beloved 
mistress, a wife from whom he has been parted all too 
long. I put my arm round her waist and, like a con¬ 
queror, seised my own, after a journey of forty-eight 
hours without a break. . . . She did not know what to 
think; she was amased, afraid of betraying her real feel¬ 
ings, frightened at the thought of finding the ** tamer ” 
in her husband. 

When my excitement had abated a little, I noticed 
that Marie’s expression had undergone a change. I 
scrutinised her appearance: her missing tooth had been 
replaced, a fact which made her look much younger. 
Certain details of her dress betrayed a wish to please. 
It roused my attention. I soon discovered the reason 
in the presence of a young girl of about fourteen, with 
whom she was exceedingly friendly. They kissed one 
another, went for walks together, bathed together. . . . 

There was nothing left for me to do but to take her 
away at once. 
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We took rooms in a German private hotel on the 
shores of the Lake of Lucerne. 

Marie relapsed into fier former ways. She paid a great 
deal of attention to one of the guests, a young officer; 
played ninepins with him, and took melancholy walks in 
the garden while 1 worked. 

I noticed at dinner that they exchanged tender glances, 
although no words were uttered. I'hey seemed to caress 
one another with the eyes. I resolved to put them to the 
test at once, and, turning round sharply, looked straight 
into my wife’s face. She tried to tlirow me off the scent 
by letting her eyes glide along the young man’s temples 
until thy rested on the wall, on a spot which w^as adorned 
by a huge poster advertising a brewery. She made an 
inane remark to cover her confusion. 

“Is that a new brewery? ” she stammered. 

“Yes . . . but don’t imagine that you can hoodwink 
me,” I retorted. 

She bent her neck, as if I had pulled in the reins, and 
remained silent. 

Two days later, in the evening, on pretence of being 
tired, she kissed me good-night and left the room. I too 
went to bed, and after reading for a little while, fell 
asleep. 

All of a sudden 1 awoke. Some one was paying tlie 
piano in the drawing-room; a voice was singing—it was 
Marie’s voice. 

I arose and called the children’s nurse. 

T 3 275 



a7« THE C^ljUESSlON OF A FOOL 

**Go and taH’ipor mistress to go to bed at onc^y” I 
said. ^‘Tell h&ir that if she refuses I shall come down 
myself and shake her in the presence of the whole 
company.” 

Marie came up-stair& at once. She* seemed ashamed, 
and with an air of injured innocence she asked me why 
I had sent her so strange a message; why 1 would not 
allow her to stay in the drawing-room, although there 
were other ladies present? 

don’t mind your staying in the drawing-room,” I 
replied angrily. But 1 do object to your sly ways of 
getting rid of me whenever you want to be there by 
yourself.” 

“If you insist, very well, I'll go to bed,” 

I'his candour, this sudden submission. . . . What had 
happened ? 

Winter had set in in good earnest. There was an 
abundance of snow; the sky was leaden, and we were 
cut off from all society. Everybody had left; we were 
the last guests in the modest hotel. The extreme cold 
compelled us to take our meals in the large public dining¬ 
room of the restaurant. 

One morning, while we were at luncheon, a strong, 
thick-set man, rather nice-looking, evidently belonging 
to the servant class, entered, sat down at one of the 
tables, and asked for a glass of wine. 

Marie scrutinised the stranger in her free and easy 
manner, took his measure, as it were, and became lost 
in a reverie. 

The man went' away, confused and flattered by her 
attention. ^ 

nice-looking man,” she remarked, toming to the 

host. 

”He used to be my porter.” 
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“Nvas he? He really b unusually'teod-looking for 
his class I A very nice-looking man in£ed! *’ 

And she went into details, praising his virile beauty 
in terms which puzzled our host. 

On the followfng morning the dashing ex-porter was 
already in his place when we entered. Dressed in his 
Sunday best, hair and beard trimmed, he appeared to 
be fully aware of his conquest. He bowed; my wife 
acknowledged his bow with a graceful bending of her 
head; he squared his* shoulders and gave himself therairs 
of a Napoleon. 

He returned on the third day, determined^to break 
the ice. He started a polite conversation, reminiscent 
of the back-door, all the while addressing himself directly 
to my wife without wasting any time over the usual trick 
of first conciliating the husband. 

It was intolerable I 

Marie, in the presence of her husband and children, 
allowed herself to be drawn into a discussion by a 
stranger. 

Once more I tried to open her eyes, begged her to 
be more careful of her reputation. 

Her only answer was her usual: You have a nasty 
mind I ” 

A second Apollo came to the rescue. He was the 
village tobacconist, an undersized man, at w'hose shop 
Marie was in the habit of making small purchases. More 
shrewd than the porter, he tried to make friends with 
me first; he was of a more enterprising nature. At the 
first meeting he stared impudently at Jtfarie and loudly 
exclaimed to our host— 

^ I say, what a distinguished-looking family I ” 

Marie’s heart caught fire, and the village beau returned 
night after night. 

One evening he was intoxicated, and therefore more 
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insolent than usual. He approached Marie while w(f were 
playing backgammon, and asked her to explain the rules 
of the game to him. I answered as civilly as I could 
under the circumstances, and the worthy man returned 
to his seat, snubbed. Marie, more seifeitive than 1, was 
under the impression that she ought to make amends for 
my rudeness; she turned to him with the first question 
which came into her mind— 

Do you play billiards? ” she said. 

‘tNo, madame, or rather, I play* badly. . . .** 

He rose again, approached a step or two, and offered 
me a c^r. I declined. 

He turned to Marie. “ Won’t you smoke, madame? ” 
Fortunately for her, for the tobacconist and the future of 
my family, she too declined, but she refused in a manner 
which flattered him. 

How dared this man offer a lady a cigarette in a 
* restaurant in the presence of her husband ? 

Was I h. jealous fool r Or was my wife’s conduct 
so scandalous that she excited the desire of the first- 
comer ? 

We had a scene in our room, for I regarded her as 
a somnambulist whom it was my duty to awaken. She 
was walking straight to her doom, without being in the 
least aware of it. 1 gave her an epitome of her sins, old 
and new, and minutely criticised her conduct. 

Silently, with a pale face and dream-shadowed eyes, 
she listened until I had finished. Then she rose and went 
down-stairs to bed. But this time—for the first time in 
my life—I fell so low as to play the spy. I crept down¬ 
stairs, found her bedroom door, and looked through the 
keyhole. 

The rich glow of the lamp fell on the children’s nwse, 
who sat Opposite the door, right in the field of my 
^vision. Marie was padlkg the room excitedly, vehemently 
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Sendlincing my unfounded suspicions; she conducted her 
case as a criminal conducts his defence. 

And yet I was innocent, quite innocent, in spite of 
all afy opportunities to sin. . . . 

She produced f^two glasses of beer, and they drank 
together. They sat down, side by side, and Marie looked 
at her caressingly. Closer and closer she moved to the 
girl, put her head on the shoulders of this new friend, 
slipped her arm round her waist and kissed her. . . . 

Poor Marie! Popr, unhappy woman, who sought 
comfort far from me, who alone could set her miifd at 
rest and give her peace. All of a sudden she drew herself 
up, listened, and pointed towards the door. 

“Some one’s there! ” 

I slipped away. 

When I returned to my post of observation I noticed 
that Marie was half undressed, exposing her shoulders to 
the gaze of the girl, who, however, remained quite 
unmoved. Then she resumed her defence. 

“ There can be no doubt that he is mad} 1 shouldn’t 
be surprised if he tried to poison me. ... I suffer unbear¬ 
able pains in my inside. . . . But no, it’s hardly prob¬ 
able . . . perhaps 1 ought to dy to Finland. . . . What 
do you think? . . . Only it would kill him, for he loves 
the children. . . .” 

What was this, if not the outpourings of an evil con¬ 
science ? . • . Stung with remorse, she was terror-stricken 
and sought refuge on the bosom of a woman! She was 
a perverted child; an unfaithful wife, a criminal; but, 
above all, she was an unhappy woman. 

I lay awake all night, a prey to my tormenting thoughts. 
At two o’clock in the morning I heard her moaning in 
her sleep. Full of pity, I knocked on the floor to dispel 
the visions which terr^ed her. It was not the first time 
that 1 had done this. 
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She thanked me on the following morning for living 
awidcened her from her nightmare. I made much of her, 
and begged her to tell me, her best friend, everything. 

**Tell you what? ... I have nothing to tell.”^ 

I should have given her absolution for whatever crime 
she had confessed to me at that moment, for my heart 
was full of compassion. I loved her with an infinite love, 
despite of, or perhaps because of, all the misery she had 
wrought. She was but an unhappy woman. How could 
I raise my hand against her? c 

But instead of delivering me once and for all from the 
terrible doubts which haunted me, she offered me the 
most strenuous resistance. She had persuaded herself 
that 1 was insane; her instinct of self-preservation had 
built up a legend behind which she could shield herself 
from the attacks of her anguished conscience. 

Sunwards. 

Not a single ray of sunlight had gladdened the little 
village of Gersau on the shore of the Lake of Lucerne 
for three long weeks, not, in fact, since the beginning 
of October, when the Foehn began to blow. There had 
been a dead calm; after sunset I had fallen asleep and 
slept until I was awakened, in the middle of the night, 
by the ringing of the church bells and a noise which 
mingled with the peculiar rushing sound of the tempest 
as it came sweeping across the Alps, flung itself on the 
southern shore of the lake, was compressed into the valley 
and forced into the streets of our village, where it tore 
at the signs, shook the window shutters, rattled the 
slates and howled through the branches of trees a^ 
shrubs. 

The waves of the lake dashed against the dam, foamed 
over the border and plashed against the sides of the 
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boats} Handfuls of storm-lashed sand were flung at our 
windows; the leaves, torn from their branches, went 
danci]|g and v^iirling by, the doors of the stoves 
clattered, the walls shook. I looked out of the window; 
the church was lighted up, and the bells were ringing to 
awaken those who still slept. In these parts the Foehn 
is accounted as full of danger as an earthquake, for it 
does not only sweep away the houses, but it tears the 
mountains to pieces and flings them into the valleys. Our 
house was situated at the b^se of a mountain which, 
though only fifteen hundred metres high, carried on its 
summit a loose litter of rocks, peculiarly adapted to stone¬ 
throwing on a large scale. The tempest raged for three 
hours, then the danger was over; but on the following 
morning everybody in the village knew that at Schwyz 
a rock had fallen on a farmhouse and carried away the 
right wing without injury to those who lived in the left. 

After this warm but terrific gale a fog descended on 
village and lake. The sky was overcast, but no' rain fell; 
yet there was no sunshine. This continued for three 
weeks, and if the outlook had been grey to begin with, 
it ended by being black. The beautiful alpine landscape, 
the unrivalled restorer of flagging spirits, had lost its 
potency, for it was impossible to see further ahead than 
a hundred yards up the steep rocks; the heart be(*anie 
heavy as lead and indescribably depressed. The tourists 
had turned their faces homewards, the hotels were empty, 
^?ovember was upon us, sombre and gloomy. The hours 
ilragged on wearily; one longed for the end of the dreary 
day and the cheerful light of the lamps; the dismal sky 
was grey, the lake was grey, the landscape was grey. 

No wind, no rain, no thunder. Nature, so varied and 
diversified, had become monotonous, calm and quiet; so 
peaceful that an earthquake would have been a relief. 

Wherever the light did not fall, greyness reigned; 
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vision was dimmed, and drowsiness, akin to l^isdnesBi 
enveloped the soul. 

One evening, when I complained to the magistrate oi 
the long absence of the sun, he answered with the {ihlegm 
which characterises the German-Swisa— 

**The sunt You can see the sun all day long on the 
Hochfluh 1 

The Hochfluh was one of the smaller mountain ranges 
which surrounded the valley in which we lived; it was 
only two hundred metres lower than the Sulitelma, and 
consequently a favourite walk of young English tourists. 
Being a worshipper of the sun, I decided to make e 
pilgrimage to my deity, and early one November morn¬ 
ing I set out on my travels. 

The inhabitants of Gersau, living at the base of 8 
mountain which, as I have already mentioned, every noa 
and then transforms itself into a volcano and rams rockf 
and stones on the valleys, have from time immemorial 
cultivated the habit of preparing themselves for death 
by visiting their church three times a day, at morning, 
noon and evening. I was not surprised, therefore, tc 
meet the church-goers now, at eight o’clock in the morn¬ 
ing, carrying their Prayer Books in their hands. Twe 
old women, patiently performing their daily half-mile 
trudge to morning prayers, were counting their beads or 
the highroad. One of them started the angelic salutation 

Ave Maria 1 ” and her companion joined in the burden 
**ln ssecula smculorum. Amen.” They kept up theii 
monotonous mumbling the whole way, and though thif 
counting of beads may not have done any actual good, il 
at least prevented any misuse of the tongue; I could nol 
help thinking of the well-known anecdote of the epuni 
who made his butler whistle whenever he was busy in th< 
wine cellar. 

Soon after I had left the old women and the highroad 
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behixuA and begun the ascent, I came upon some sights 
which were so striking that they made a lasting impres¬ 
sion on me. Close to the first curve of the road grew 
a walnAt tree, to which were nailed a crucifix and a tablet; 
the inscription on 4;he latter informed the passer-by that 
farmer Seppi, while busy with the harvest, fell from the 
tree and was killed. God have mercy on his soul t Pray 
for him I Amen! 

At the next corner there was a queer little shrine built 
of whitewashed bricksf small like a child’s dolls’-house. 
A peep through the railings disclosed pictures of the Holy 
Family, painted, perhaps, in the sixteenth century, and 
a legend to the effect that criminals on their way to 
execution were allowed a few minutes’ respite before the 
shrine to utter a last prayer. I was, therefore, on the 
road which led to the gallows, and a few minutes later 
1 arrived at the place of execution, a pleasant open spot 
on the top of an overhanging cliff which jutted out in 
the direction of the lake. From this point one had a 
magnificent view. To bi^ farewell to life with a last 
look at such a picture as greets the eye from the summit 
of Pilatus, Buechserhorn or Buergenstock is quite con¬ 
ceivably a genuine pleasure. Even Voltaire could have 
felt none of the repugnance which was excited in him by 
the idea of being hanged in secret, a contingency which 
filled him with such extreme disgust, that he was quite 
consistent in accusing Rousseau of a vanity so great that 
it would permit him to submit cheerfully to being hanged, 
if he could be sure of his name being nailed to the 
gallows. 

In the distance, near the shore, I could dimly discern 
a faint outline of a haunted little church, called Eindli- 
mord ” because a grief-stricken father is said there to 
have killed his starving child. 

I left these four melancholy landmarks behind me in 
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the grey morning light, and hastened my ascent tb those 
happier heights where the sun was shining. 

Very soon beeches took the place of chestnut and 
walnut trees. I rested for a while in a dairy cottage in 
the company of fine cattle and a hofrible cur, and then 
entered cloudland. I seemed to be walking in a dense 
fog, whidi grew in density and almost completely blotted 
out the landscape. The effort to see made my eyes ache; 
trees and shrubs loomed indistinctly through a cloud of 
smoke; the millions of cobwebk which festooned the 
branches were richly studded with raindrops; it looked 
as if the old woman of the wood, if there is such a being, 
had hung up thousands of lace handkerchiefs to dry. 

It was difficult to breathe; the fog hung on my coat, 
hair, beard and eyebrows, gave out a stale, sickly smell, 
and rendered the rocks so smooth and slippery that 1 
could hardly keep my footing; it darkened the heart of 
the wood, where the trunks i^ere quickly swallowed up in 
a ihonotonous grey, which limited the range of vision to 
a few yards. ' 

I had to climb up through this layer of fog, extending 
about a thousand metres upwards, a cold and damp 
purgatory, before I could reach the sun; ar^ I struggled 
on, with sublime faith in the magistrate’s word of honour 
that the fog would cease before the mountain ceased and 
grey space began. 

I had no barometer with me, but I felt that I was 
ascending, that the fog was growing less dense, and that 
I was approaching a purer atmosphere. 

A feeling of intoxication seized me—a faint glimmer 
from above dimly illuminated the narrow pass, like the 
first dawn of day shining through the picture eff a 
landscape painted on a window-blind; the trees stood out 
more distinctly, the field of vision increased, the tinkling 
of cowbells—^from above—fell on my ear. And now, 
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rigHt ^ the sumout, there hung a golden cloud; a few 
^more steps and the stunted beeches and brushwood shone 
and glittered, dazzling splashes of gold, copper, bronze 
and sil^r, wherever a stream of broken sunlight fell on 
the faded foliage which was still clinging to the branches. 
1 was standing in an autumn landscape looking out into 
a sun-bathed summerland; through my mind flashed the 
memory of a sail on the Lake of Malar; I remembered 
how 1 was sitting in the sunshine, watching the passing 
of a black hail-storm uo further off than a cable-length 
to leeward* And now I, ioo^ stood in the sunlight, 
gazing at a northern landscape made up of firs and birch 
trees, green fields and red cattle, little brown cottages 
with old women on the thresholds, knitting socks for 
father, who was toiling far down in the canton of Tessin; 
my eyes rested on potato fields and lavender bushes, 
dahlias and marigolds. 

The sun dried my hair and coat, and warmed my 
shivering limbs; 1 bared my head before the glowing orb, 
source and preserver of all there is, completely indifferent 
whether I was worshipping unquenchable flames of burn¬ 
ing hydrogen, or the not yet scienLifically acknowledged 
primordial substance, helium. Was it not the All-Father, 
who had given birth to the Cosmos, the Almighty, the 
l^ord of life and death, ice and heat, summer and winter, 
dearth and plenty? 

My eyes, which had been feasting on summer joy and 
green fields, plunged into the gloom of the abyss whence 
I had climbed. The mantle of cold and darkness which 
had been lying on the surface of the lake was cold and 
dark no longer; dazzling clouds, like snowy, sunlit piles 
of i|ool, hid from my gaze the twilight and the polluted 
earth; above them rose snow-clad peaks, glistening and 
sparkling, fashioned of condensed silver fog, a crystal¬ 
lised solution of air and sunlight, drift-ice on a sea of 
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newly fallen snow. It was a vision of trans^eaident 
beauty, compared to which the cowbeU-idyll under the 
birch trees was commonplace. 

The dead silence was suddenly broken by a soui^d from 
below, where melancholy men and <women toiled and 
trenibl^ in the grey gloom. It was a splashing sound 
which approached deliberately; so deliberately that my 
eyes unconsciously tried to follow its course und^ the 
cloud-cover. It sounded like a milistream, a brook 
swollen with rain, a tidal wave. Then a scream rent the 
air, loud and wild, as if all the dwellers in the four 
cantons were calling for help against Uri-Rotstock; it 
was the shrill whistle of the paddle-boat which, pene¬ 
trating the layer of clouds, gained in volume in the pure 
air and was caught up and tossed from rock to rock by 
the redundant echo of the Hochfluh. 

It was noon I Time to begin my descent through the 
fog down to the greyness, the darkness, the damp, the 
dirt, and wait for another three weeks, perhaps, for 
another glimpse of the sun. ^ 



t* 

After the New Year we left Switzerland and jtook up 
our abode in Germany; we had decided to stay for a 
while at the lo^ely shores of the Lake of Constance. 

In Germany, the land of militarism, where the patri- 
archaie is still in full force, Marie felt completely out 
of it. No one would listen to her futile talk about 
women’s rights. Here young girls had just been for¬ 
bidden to attend the University lectures; here the dowry 
of a woman who marries an ofiicer of the army has to 
be deposited with the War Office; here all government 
appointments are reserved for the man, the breadwinner 
of the family. 

Marie struggled and fought as if slie had been caught 
in a trap. On her first attempt to hoodwink me she 
was severely taken to task by the women. For tlie first 
time in my life I found the fair sex entirely on my side; 
henceforth shj^ had to play second fiddle. The friendly 
intercourse with the officers braced me; their manners 
influenced mine; and after ten years of spiritual emascula- 
ti(m my manhood reasserted itself. 

I let my hair grow as it liked, and abolished the fringe 
on which Marie had insisted; my voice, which bad grown 
thin from everlastingly speaking in soothing tones to 
a woman, regained its former volume. The hollows in 
my cheeks filled out, and although I was now beginning 
my fortieth year my whole physique gained in strength 
and vigour. 

1 was friendly with all the women in the house, and 

soon fdl into the habit of taking a very active part in 

2S7 
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the conversation, while Marie, poor, unpopular 
once again sat in silence. ^ 

She began to be afraid of me. One morning, for the 
first time in the last six years of our marrii^e, she 
appeared fully dressed in my bcdroo^I before I was up. 
I could not understand this sudden move, but we had a 
stormyscene, during which she admitted that she was 
jealous of the girl who came into my room every morning 
to light the fire in my stove. 

“ And I do detest your new ways I ” she exclaimed. 
•‘I hate this so-called inanlincsN, and loathe you when 
you give yourself airs I ” 

Well, I knew that it had always been tlie page, the 
lap-dog, the weakling, “ her child that she loved. The 
virago never loves virility in her husband, however much 
she may admire it elsewhere. 

1 became more and more popular with the women. 1 
sought their society; iny w'hole nature was expanding in 
the friendly warmih which they emanated, these true 
women, who inspired the respectful love, the genuine 
devotion w'hich a man only feels for a womanly woman. 

We were discussing our return home. But again my 
old suspicions tormented me. I shrank from the renewal 
of old relations with former friends, some of whom might 
quite conceivably have been my wife’s lovers. To put 
an end to iny doubts, 1 determined to cross-examine her, 
for my letters to friends in Sweden had been so much 
waste of paper. I had been unable to elicit a candid 
statement. 

Everybody pitied the “mother.” No one cared 
whether or not the father ” would be ruined bjj the 
ridicule which threatened to befall him. 

An excellent idea occurred to me. I would mwlrf i uge 
of the resources of the new science of psychology and 
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thq||ig]|t-readiiig. I introduced it into our evening 
*' amusements, as if it were a game, employing the methods 
of Bii^op and his kind. Marie was i^uspicious. She 
charged me with being a spiritualist; laughingly called 
me a superstitious free-thinker; overwhelmed me with 
abuse—^in fact, used every means in her power to divert 
my attention from practices the danger of which she 
apparently anticipated. I pretended to give in, and 
dropped hypnotism, but I resolved to make my attack 
some time when she wfts off her guard. 

The opportunity came one evening when we were sitting 
alone in the dining-room, facing each other. I gradu¬ 
ally led the conversation to gymnastics. I succeeded in 
interesting her so much that she became excited and, * 
compelled either by my will-power or the association of 
ideas which I had aroused in her mind, she mentioned 
massage. This suggested the pain caused by the treat¬ 
ment, and remembering her own experience in this 
connection she exclaimed— 

“ Oh yes, the treatment is certainly painful—I can feel 
the pain now when I think of-” 

She paused. She bow'ed her head to hide her pallor; 
her lips mo^<%d as if she were anxious to change the 
sulyect; her eyelids flickered. A terrible silence followed 
which 1 prolonged as much as possible. This was the 
train of thought which I had set in motion and guided, 
full steam on, in the intended direction. In vain she 
tried to put on the brake. The abyss lay before her; 
she could not stop the engine. With a superhuman effort 
she broke from the grip of my eyes and rushed out of 
the room. 

'Fhe blow had struck home. 

She returned a few minutes later; her face had lost its 
strained expression. Under pretence of demonstrating to 
me the beneflcial effect of massage, she came behind my 
u 
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chair and stroked my head. Unfortunately th^ 
scene was acted before a mirror. A furtive glance showed 
me her pale, terrified &ce» her troubled eyes which 
scrutinised my features . . . our searching glances met. 

Contrary to her habit she came and M on my knee, put 
her arms round me lovingly and murmured that she was 
very sleq)y. 

“What wrong have you committed to-day that you 
caress me like this ? ” I asked. 

She hid her face on my should^, kissed me and went 
out of the room, bidding me good-night. 

I am perfectly well aware that this sort of evidence 
would not satisfy a jury, but it was sufficient for me, 
^ who knew her so well. 

And to my thinking the evidence was strengthened by 
the fact that a short time ago my brother-in-law had 
forbidden the doctor his house, because the latti^ had 
made advances to my sister. 

1 was therefore determined^ not to return to my own 
country. At home I should be compelled to associate 
daily with men whom I distrusted, and to escape the 
ridicule which inevitably falls to the share t^f the duped 
husband, 1 fled to Vienna. 

•Alone in my hotel, the vision of the wife I had 
worshipped haunted me. Utterly unable to work, I 
began a correspondence with her. I wrote her love-letters 
twice a day. The unknown town affected me like a 
conetery. 1 moved through the thronging crowd like a 
phantom. But after a while my imagination began to 
people this solitude. I invented a romantic story for the 
sole reason of introducing Marie into this dreary deSfert, 
and soon life was pulsing everywhere, 1 pictured as 
a famous singer, and to lend my dream a smnbianoe of 
teality and make of the fine city a more convincing bade- 
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for her, 1 made the acquaintance o£ the director 
of the Conservatoire. 1, who detested the theatre, visited 
the opera or a concert every night. Everything interested 
me intensely, because I reported everything to her. Nq 
sooner had 1 arrive at my hotel than I sat down and gave 
her a minute description of Miss So-and>so’s perform* 
ance, drawing comparisons which were invariably in her 
own favour. 

Her spirit pervaded the picture galleries. 1 spent an 
hour before the Venuf of Guido Reni in the Belvedere, 
because she was so like my beloved. 

In the end my longing grew so irresistible that 1 
packed my box and returned home as fast as the express 
could carry me. Surely I was bewitched; there was no 
means of escape from her. 

I had a royal reception. 

My love-letters seemed to have rekindled Marie’s love. 
I ran up the little garden to meet her. 1 covered her 
face with passionate kisses. I took her little head between 
my hands. 

“Can you really work magic, little witch? 

“What do you mean? Your journey was not an 
attempt at fli|;ht, was it? ” 

“It wasl But you are stronger than I am. . . . 1 
throw down my arms. . . 

On my writing-table lay a spray of red roses. 

“ You do love me a little ? ” 

She was covered with confusion like a young girl— 
(die blushed ... it was all over with me, my honour, my 
efforts to break the chains which bound me, and which 
I longed for when I was free. 

^ months went by; we lived in a wonderful dream: 
we chirruped like starlings, we kissed, our love was 
endless. We played duets and backgammon. The most 
beautiful days of the last five years were surpassed. 
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Spring had returned in the autumn o£ our lives I And 
had we not dreaded tlie approach of the winter? 

^ 1 was fast again in her toils. She was convinclid that 
the love philtre whicli she had giventme to drink had 
intoidcated me afresh, and relapsed into her former 
4ndifference. She neglected her appearance, and despite 
all luy remonstrances no longer took the trouble to make 
the best of herself. I foresaw that the result would be 
coldness on both sides, in spite of ourselves. Even her 
preference for her own sex reappeared, more dangerous 
and mq^re pitiable, for this time she made love to young 
girls. 

One evening w’c had invited tiie commandant and his 
fourteen-year-old daughter, our hostess and her daughter, 
a girl of fifteen, and a third girl of about the same age 
to a quiet little dinner-party, which was to be followed 
by a dance. 

Towards midnight—to this day I grow hot when 1 think 
qf it—1 saw that Marie, who^iad been drinking freely, 
^had gathered the young girls round her and, looking at 
them with lascivious eyes, was kissing them on the lips. 

The commandant was watching the scenA from a dark 
corner of the room, hardly able to control himself. In 
imagination I saw prison, penal servitude, a scandal which 
we could never live down; 1 made a rush at the group 
and broke it up, telling the girls to join in the 
dancing. . . . 

When we were left alone I took Marie to task. We 
argued and stormed tiU daylight. Since she had had 
more wine than was good for her, she lost her head and 
confessed things which I had never even dreamed ol. 

Befflde myself with anger, 1 r^ated all my indict¬ 
ments, fdl my suspicions, and added a new charge, in 
which I did not really l^Ueve myself. 
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this mysterious illness, these headaches from 
which I suffer. ...” 

*‘WhatI You blame me for that tool ” 

I hkd not meant what she insinuated; I had merely 
referred to the s^ptoms of, cyanide poisoning which I 
had observed in myself. 

All of a sudden a reminiscence flashed into my mind; 
the thought of something which at the lime had seemed 
too improbable that it had left no permanent trace in 
my memory. ... * 

My suspicion was strengtheiled when I remembered a 
certain epithet used in an anonymous letter whiah I had 
received a short time after Marie’s divorce. The letter 
referred to her as “the prostitute of Soedertelje.” 

What did it mean? I had made inquiries which had 
come to nothing. Was I on the point of making a fresh 
discovery? 

When the Baron, Marie’s first husband, made her 
acquaintance at Soedertelje, she was half and half engaged 
to a young officer, a p.an with admittedly bad health. 
Poor Gustav had played the part of a greenhorn. That 
accounted for the warm gratitude which she felt for him 
even after life divorce; she had confessed at the time that 
he had delivered her from dangers . , . what dangers she 
had not mentioned. 

But “the prostitute of Soedertelje ”? I reflected . . . 
the retired life which the young couple led, "‘without 
friends, without society; they had been ostracised by the 
class to which they belonged. 

Had Marie’s mother, formerly a governess of middle- 
class origin, who had wheedled Marie’s father into a 
mSrriage with her; who had fled to Sweden to escape 
from pressing debts; had she, the widow who isib cleverly 
contrived to conceal her poverty, stooped to sell her 
daughter when they were living at Soedertelje? 
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The old woman, a ^uette still at the age of sixty, 
had always ini^ifed me with mingled feelings o^ com¬ 
passion and dislike; mean, pleasure-loving, with the 
manners of an adventuress, a veritable man-eatei^” she 
regarded every man as her legitimate prey. She had 
made me support her sister; she had deceived her first 
son-in-law, the Baron, with the story of a 4*)wry swindled 
out of one of her creditors. 

Poor Marie I Her remorse, her unrest, her dark moods 
were rooted in that shady past. In^ putting old events by 
the side of new ones I had the key to the quarrels between 
• mother and daughter, brutal quarrels, frequently verging 
on violence. I could understand Marie’s hitherto incom¬ 
prehensible words, I could kick my mother! ” 

Had her game been to silence the old woman? Prob¬ 
ably; for the latter had threatened to ruin our lives by 
confessing “ everything.” 

There could have been no doubt of Marie’s dislike for 
her mother, to whom the Baron frequently referred 09 
‘'Jbhat old blackguard,” an invective which he justified 
with the half-truth tliat she had taught her daughter all 
the tricks of dS^uetry to enable her to catch a husband. 

All d!iese coincidents strengthened my determination to 
s^arate from her. It had to be I 'lliere was no alter¬ 
native. And I left for Copenhagen to make inquiries into 
the ^ast of the woman in whose keeping I had confided 
my honpur. ' 

In meeting my countrymen after several years*^ absence 
I found that they had formed very definite opinions of 
me; the eager exertions of Maf^ and her friends had 
borne fruit. She was a holy martyr; I was a rnadmma, 
whose Imney consisted in believing himself to be saddled 
with an unfaithfid wife. 

Make inquiries? It was like beating my head against 




a stone wall* People listened to^hat I had to say with 
a furtiTe smile and stared at me as if I were a rare animal. 
No information was vouchsafed to me; I was deserted by 
everyone, especially by those who secretly yearned for 
my ruin, so that 4hey might rise over my fallen body. 

I returned to my prison. Marie met me with evident 
misgivings; learned more from the ^pression of her 
face than 1 had learned during the whole of my melan¬ 
choly journey. 

For two months I (champed upon the bit; then I fled 
for the fourth time, in the height of summer, this time 
to Switzerland. But the chain which held me was not an 
iron chain which I might have been able to break; it was 
rather an indiarubber cable, elastic and capable of infinite 
expansion. The stronger the tension, the more irre¬ 
sistibly I was pulled back to the starting point. 

Once more I returned, to be rewarded with open con¬ 
tempt ; she was sure that another attempt to free myself 
from her net would kill me, and my death was her only 
hope. 

I fell ill, severely ill, so that I believed myself to be 
dying; I made up my mind to write the'W'hole story of 
the past, l^could see plainly now that I had beeh in the 
power of a vampire. I only wanted to live long enough 
to cleanse my name from the filth with wdiich she had 
sullied it. I wanted to live long enough to revenge 
myself; but first of all I must have proofs of her infidelity. 

I hated her now with a hatred more fatal than indiffer¬ 
ence b^bause it is the antithesis of love. I hated her 
because 1 loved her. 

It was on a Sunday, while we were dining in the 
Bwnmer-arbour, that the electric fluid which had gathered 
during the last ten years discharged itselfcannot 
remember my actual motive, but 1 struck her, for the 
first time in my life. 1 struck her face repeatedly, and 
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when she tried to defend herself I seized her wrists and 
forced her on her knees. She gave a terrified stream. 
The temporary satisfaction which I had felt at my action 
gave way to dismay, for the children, frightened to^death, 
cried out with fear. It was a liorrible moment I It is 
a crime, a most unnatural crime, to strike a woman, a 
mother, in the presence of her children. , It seemed to 
me that the sun ought to hide his face. ... I felt sick 
to death. 

And yet there was peace in my s6ul, like the calm after 
,a storm, a satisfaction such as is only derived from dut 3 f 
done. I regretted my action, but I felt no remorse. My 
deed had been as inevitable as cause and effect. 

In the evening I saw her walking in the moonlit garden. 
I joined her; I kissed her. She did not object; she burst 
into tears. We talked for a few minutes, then she accom¬ 
panied me to my room and stayed with me until midnight. 

How strange is life! In the afternoon I had struct 
her. At night she held me in her arms and kissed me. 

What an extraordinary wom,gn she was, to kiss hei 
executioner with willing lips I 

Why had I not known it before ? If I had struck hei 
ten yedrs ago I should now have been thd^ happiest oi 
husbands. * 

Remember this, my brothers, if ever you are deceived 
by O' woman I 

But she no intention of foregoing her revenge. 
A few days after this incident she came into my room, 
began telling, me a long, rambling story, and after endless 
digressions gave me to understand that she had once, only 
once, been violated; it had happened, she said, while osn 
her theatrical tour in Finland. * 

It was toue, then I 

She imj^ored me not to think that it had happened 
more than once; not to suspect her of having had a lover. 
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Tlwt meant several times, several lovers. 

**Then it is true that you have deceived me, and in 
order to deceive the world, too, you have invented the 
myth my insanity. To hide your crime more com¬ 
pletely you meaift to torture me to death. You are a 
criminal. 1 have no longer any doubt of it. I shall 
divorce you! ” 

She threw herself on her knees, weeping bitterly, and 
asking me to forgive her. . 

•“I’ll forgive you;*nevertheless our marriage must be 
annulled.” 


On the following day she was very quiet; on the second 
day she had regained her former self-possession; on the 
third she behaved in every respect like an innocent woman. 

Since she had confessed herself, she was more than 
innocent; she was a martyr who treated me with insulting 
condescension. 

, She did not realise the consequences-of a crime such 
as she had commit^ri, and therefore she did not 
understand my dilemma. If I continued to live with 
her, I became a public laughing-stock; on the other 
hand, to l^e her spelled disaster also; my life was 
ruined. 

Ten years of martyrdom to be paid for with a few 
blows and a day of tears. Was it fair? 

For the last time I Jeft my home, secretly, for I had 
not the heart to say good-bye to the children. 

On a beautiful Sunday afternoon I went on board a 
steamer bound for Constance. I ha^ decided to visit my 
friends in France, and there to write the story of this 
woman, the true representative of the age of the unsexed. 
^' At the last moment Marie appeared on the landing- 
tear-stained, excited, feverish, yet pretty enough 
ibo turn the head of any man. But I remained cold. 
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callom, silent, and received her treacherous kiss without 
returning it. ^ 

** Say at%ast that we are parting friends! ” 

“Enemies for the short inne which remains ^r me 
^ earth I ** *• 

We parted. 

The steamer started.* I watched her walking along the 
quay, trying to draw me back with the magic of her eyes 
which had hejd me under their spell for so many years. 
She dbne and went like a forsaken^ little dog. I waited 
for the moment when she would jump into the water; 
I should jump after her, and we should drown together. 
But she turned away and disappeared in a little side^street, 
leaving me with a last impression of her bewitching figure, 
her"tlttle feet, which 1 had allow'ed to trample on me 
for ten years without a murmur. Only in my writings 
^jperhiq>s I had occasionally given vent to my feelings, 
but even there 1 had alw^ays tried to mislead the reader 
by concealing her real crimes. 

To steel my heart against gri^ and regret, I went at 
once into the saloon. I sat do'Vvi to dinner, but an 
aching lump in my throat compelled me to rise, and 1 
climbed again on deck. 

I watched the green hill gliding past, and thought of 
the white cottage with the green shutters which 
cfewned it. My children lived there, but the home 
'was desolate, they were without protection, without 
means. . An icy pang shot through my heart. 

I was lilceiihe cocoon of the silkworm when the great 
steam-engine slowly reels off the shining thread. At every 
stroke of the piston I grew thinner, and as the thread 
lengthened the cold which chilled me increased. * 

1 was like an embryo prematurely detacdied from the 
umbilical cord. What a complete and living organism is 
the family! I had thought so at that first divorce, from 
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whic}^ I had recoded conscienee-stricken. But shS, the 
adulteress, the murderess, had remained unmoved. 

At Constance I caught the train for Basle. What a 
wretclftd Sunday aftemooni 

I prayed to GSd, if God there was, to preserve even 
my bitterest foes from such agony. 

At Basle I was overwhelmed with an irresistible desire 
io revisit all those places in Switzerland where we had 
stayed together, to gladden my sad heart with memories 
of happy hours spent *with her and the cKfldren. ** 

1 stayed for a week in Geneva and some days at Ouchy^ 
hunted by my misery from hotel to hotel, without peace 
or rest, like a lost soul, like the wandering Jew. I spent 
my nights in tears, haunted by the little figures of my 
beloved children; I visited the places they had visited; 

I fed “ their ” seagulls on the Lake of Geneva, a poor, ^ 
restless ghost, a miserable phantom. 

Every morning I expected a letter from Marie, but 
no letter came. She was too clever to furnish* her 
opponent with written^evidence. I wrote to her several 
times a day, love-letters, forgiving her for all her crimes 
—^but I never posted them. 

Doubtless, *my judges, if I had been destined to end 
my days in a lunatic asylum, my fate would have come 
upon in those hours of keenest agony and ^terest 
sorrow. 

1 

My power of endurance was exhausted; I wondered 
whether Marie’s confession had not been a ruse, so as to 
get rid of me and begin life all over again with her 
unknown lover, or, perhaps, to five with her Danish 
friend. I saw my children in the hands of a ** stepfather ” 
or the clutches of a “ stepmother ”; Marie would be quite 
rich with the proceeds of my collected works; she would 
perhaps w^te the story of my life as seen through the eyes 
of the unnatural woman who had come between us. The 
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instinct of self-preservation stirred within me; J con- 
ceivad a canning plan. The separation from my family 
paralysed me mentally; I decided to return to them and 
stay with them until I had written the story of Marie’s 
crimes. In this way she w'ould become the unconscious 
tool of my revenge, which I could throw away when 1 
had no further use for it. 

With this ob^ct in view I sent her a telegram, business¬ 
like, free f^m all sentimentality; 1^informed her that my 
petition for a divorce had been refused; pretended that I 
required a power of attorney from her, and suggested an 
interview at Romanshorn, on this side of the Lake of 
Constance. 

I despatched the telegram with a sense of relief. On 
the following day I took the train and in due time arrived 
at the appointed place. The week of sufiPering was a thing 
of the past; my heart was beating normally, my eyes 
shonb with added lustre; 1 drew a deep breath at the sight 
of the hills on the opposite shore, q;here my children lived. 
The steamer approached the landing stage; my eyes 
searched for Marie. 

Presently 1 caught sight of her on the deck, her face 
woebegone, ten years older. The sight of her, suddenly 
grown old, wrung my heart. She walked with dragging 
footsteps, her eyelids were red with weeping, her cheeks 
hollow and drooping. 

At that moment all feeling of fiatred and disgust was 
swamped by pity. I felt a strong temptation to take her 
into my arms, but I pulled myself together, drew myself 
up and assumed the devil-may-care expression of a youpg 
blood who had come to a tryst. When 1 looked at her 
more closely I discovered in her a strange resemblance to 
her Danish friend; the likeness was really extraordinary; 
she had the same expression, the same pose, the same 
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gestures, the same way of wearing her hair. Had siie 
played me this last trick ? Had she come to me straight 
from her “ friend ” ? 

Wa^ed by these details, I recapitulated tHe part 1 
meant to play, ^hile I accompanied hereto the hotel 
she was depressed and ill at ease, but^she kept her self- 
possession. She questioned me very intelligently on the 
projected divorce proceedings, and when she found thaf 1 
exhibited no trace of grief or emotion, she popped her 
woe-begone aspect and began to treat me, as far as she 
dared, with a certain condescension. 

During the interview she reminded me sd much of her 
friend that I was tempted to ask for news of the lady. 
I was especially struck by a very tragic pose, a favourite 
one of her friend’s, a pose which was accompanied by a 
certain gesture of the hand which rested on the table . . . 
ugh I 

1 rang for wine. She drank greedily and became 
sentimental. 

I took the opportunity to ask after the little ones. 
She burst into teai^f she said that she had suJQCered 
greatly during the past week; from morning till night 
the children tiad worried her with questions about their 
father; she did not see how they could get on without me. 

All at once she noticed the absence of my wedding- 
ring ; she became agitated. 

“Your wedding-ring? ” she gasped breathlessly. 

** I sold it in Geneva. There’s no need to ask what 1 
did with the money.” 

She grew pale. 

**Then we are quits. Shall we make a fresh start? ” 
•*‘Ib that what you call fair play? You committed an 
act fraught with tragic consequences for the whole 
family, for through it I am compelled to doubt the 
legitimacy of my children. You are guilty of having 
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tampered with the lineage of a family. You hate dis¬ 
honoured four jpeople: tour three chiHren of Ho^btful 
patehiity and your husWd, whom your infidelity has 
made js puf^Uc l|uyig^|-st^. What» on the^ other 
hand) are the consequences of my^act? 

She wept.' I remained I said that the divorce 
proceedings must go OU) that I should adopt the children 
—in the meantime she could remain in my house) if she 
liked. Would it not be the free life she had always been 
dreaming of? She had always cursed matrimony. 

^e reflected for a moment. My proposal did not 
please her. 

“I remember you saying you would like the position 
of a governess in the house of a widower. Here’s the 
widower for you! ” 

‘^Give me time. . . . We shall see. . . . But in the 
meantime do you intend to live with us? ” 

“If you ask me to.” 

“ We are waiting for you.” 

And for the sixth time 1 returned to my family) but 
this time flrmly resolved to use th^ remaining weeks to 
finish my story. . . . 



EPILOGUE 

Seated at my writing-table, pen in liaiid, 1 lainted; a 
feverish attack prostrated me. This very inopportune 
attack feightened me,t£or I had not been seriously ill for 
fifteen years. It was not fear, of death, oh no. D€&th 
held no terrors for me; but I was thirty-nine years old 
and at the end of a turbulent career, my last word still 
unsaid, the promises of my youth only partjiy ^fulfilled, 
pregnant with plans for the future. This sudden cutting 
of the knot was far from pleasing me. For the last four 
years 1 had lived with my family in half-volunfery exile; 
I was at the end of my resources, and had settled down in 
a small town in Bavaria; 1 had come into conflict with 
the law, for one of my books had been confiscated, and 
1 had been banished ffom my own country. I had but 
one deare left whenT was thrown on my sick-bed—^the 
desire for revenge. 

A struggle arose within me; I had not sufficient 
strength left in me to call for help. The fever shook me 
as one shakes a feather bed; it seized me by the throat 
and throttled me; it put its foot on my breatt and 
SQOfcfaed my brain, so that my eyes started from their 
epdiets. 1 was alone with Death, who had crept in by 
stealth and was attacking me. 

But I was unwilling to die; I resisted, and on obstinate 
fight began. The tension of my nerves relaxed, the blood 
coursed through my veins. My brain twitched like a 
polypus that has been thrown into vinegar. But before 

long I realised that 1 must succumb in this dance of 

..803 
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death. 1 relinquished my hold, fell backwards and 
submitted to the fatal embrace of the dread mcmster. 

Immediately a^^ indescribable calm came ow me, a 
voluptuous weakness composed my limbs, and ^^erfect 
peace soothed body and soul, which had lacked aU Whole¬ 
some recreation during so many years^ of toil. 

I fervently desired that it really should be the end. 
Slowly all will to live ebbed away. I ceased to observe, 
to feel, to think. I became imconscious, and a delicious 
sensation of blankness filled the void created by the cessa¬ 
tion of the racking pain, the tormenting thoughts, the 
secret terrors. 

When 1 regained consciousness I found my wife sitting 
by my bedside and gazing at me with terrified eyes. 

What is the matter with you, dear? ” she said. 

** Nothing; I am ill,” I replied. And there are times 
when illness is welcome.” 


“What do you mean? You are jesting! ” 

“No, it is the end at last . . . anyhow, 1 hope it is.” 
't* Heaven forbid that you should leave us 
straits! ” she exclaimed. “ Whals^is to bhcoiae us in 
a strange country, without friends, withdut means 
“There is my life insurance,” I said,' :»ttein|^tSl$ to 
console her. “ I know it isn’t much, but it ^ enough to 


take you home.” 

She had not thought of this, and she looked litite 
reassured as she continued— 

“ But you cannot lie here like this! I shall send-Wt 
a doctor.” aJ 


“No, I won’t have a doctor! ” 


“Why not? ” 

“Because—won’t! ” • 

The glances which we exchang^ spoke volumes. 

“ 1 want to die,” I said, anxious to put an mid to our 
conversation. “I am sick of life; the pM is a tangled 
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dc&n which I cannot unravel. It is time that my eyes 
j closed* for evei>r-that the curtain fell I ” 

She remained unmoved. 

Y^jur old suspicion ... is it still alive, then } ’’ she 
asked." • 

“Yes, still alive. Drive away the spectre, you alone 
can do it.” 

^ She assumed lier favourite part of little mother, and 
gently laid her soft hand on my bin-ning forehead. 

“ Does that relieve ^rou ? ” 

“Yes_” 

It was a fact. The mere touch of that light hand 
which rested so heavily on my life exorcised the 
evil spirit, the secret trouble which would not let me 
rest. 

Another and more violent attack of fever followed. 


My wife rose to make me some elder tea. 

Left by myse)f I sat up in bed and looked out through 
the window opj^site. It was a large window in the shape 
of l|S|j^ptychon, framed by wild vine; I saw a part of 
the hulflscs^ lnurroi^ ]^d by green leaves; in the fore¬ 
ground‘the beautiful scarlet fruit of a quince tree rocked 
gentfyiiil^ngllihe dark green foliage; apple trees, a little 


furti^...offI,.studded the green grass; still further away 
the st!^|D|e ‘of a small church rose into the radiant air, 
indk'if a blue spot, the Lake of Constance, was visible, 
far in the background the Tyrol Alps. 

^e were in the height of summer, and, illuminated 
the slanting rays of the afternoon sun, the whole 


scene formed a charming picture. 

From below rose the twittering of the starlings which 
satF on the ^e-props jp the vineyards, the chirping of 
the young chickens, the strident note of the crickets, the 


tinkling cowbeUs, clear as crystal. The loud laughter of 
my diildren, tWfe directing voice of my wife, who was 
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talking to the gardener’s wife about my illnesify mii)gied 
with these gay sounds 4 >f counfry Kfe. * r 

And as I gazed and -listened life seemed gopd to mtf 
’ death to be shunned. 1 had tQo many duties to p 0 »rform, 
too many debts to pay. My conscieiice tortured me, I 
felt an overpowering need to confess myself,*to ask all 
men’s forgiveness for the wrongs 1 had committed, to 
' humiliate myself before some one. I felt guilty, stricken 
with remorse, I did not know for what secret crime; I 
was burning with the desire to refieve my cons^feice by 
a full confession of my fancied culpability. 

During this attack of weakness, the result of a sort of 
innate despondency, my wife returned carrying a cup in 
her hand; alluding to a slight attack of persecutional 
mania from which I had once suffered, she tasted the 
contents before offering it to me. 

“You may drink without fear,” she sai^^ smilingly, 
“it contcuns no poison.” 

I felt ashamed. I did not know what to say* to 
make amends for my suspicion I emptied the cup at one 
draught. 

The somniferous elder tea, the fragrance of which 
recalled in me reminiscences of my own ^untry where 
the mystic shrub is held sacred by the people, made me 
feel so sentimental that I there and then gave eipiession 
to my remorse. 

“listen to me carefully,” I said, “for I believe Ail 
my days are numbered. I confess that I have always 
lived a life of utter selfishness. I have sacrificed yoair 
theatrical career to my literary ambition. ... I will tell 
you everything now . . . only forgive me. . . .” 

She tried to calm me, but I i^rnipted her and chn- 
Jfinued— 

“In compfllhce with your wishes we married under 
the dotal system. In spite of it, however, Fhave wasted 

hik * 
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your (Jowry to cover sum| which I had recklessly guaran¬ 
teed. My greatest gnef now is the fact that^rou cannot 
fbuch Ah»K proceeds of my works*. Send for a notary at 
once, ^ that I c|p settle on you all my nominal or real 
property. ^ , . Above everything, promise that you will 
return to the stage which/you gave up to please me.” 

She refused to lilften any further, treated my confession 
as a Joke, advised me to go to sleep and rest, and assured 
me thatjjCverything wquld come right, and that I was not 
on the point of death. 

1 seiaed her hand, exhausted. 1 begged her to stay 
with me until I had fallen asleep. Grasping her little 
hand more firmly, I again implored her to forgive me for 
all the wrong 1 had done her. A delicious drowsiness 
^le over me and closed my tired eyelids. Under the 
radiatiuns of her shining eyes, which expressed infinite 
tendemesS]^'1 felt as if I were melting away as ice melts 
in the rays of the sun. Her cool lips, touching my fore¬ 
head, seemed to press a seal on it, and 1 was plunged into 
the d^ths of ineffable bliss. 

It was bcp^d daylight when I awoke from my stupor. 
The rays of the sun fell on a Utopian landscape. To 
judge from the matutinal sounds which rose from below, it 
must diave been above five o’clock. I had slept soundly 
during the whole night without dreaming or waking up. 
On the little table by my bedside stood the cup which 
had contained the elder-tea; the chair on which my wife 
had been sittuig when I fell asleep was still in its place. 

I was covered with her cloak; the soft hairs of the fox 
skins with which it was lined tickled my chin. 

'My brain felt s^irefreshed and rested as if 1 had slept. 
for the first time in ten years. I collected my thoughts, 
which had been rushing hither and thither in wild dis¬ 
order, and with tMs poi^erful, well-drilled and disciplined 
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army I prepared to meet those IRtacks of morbid remorse 
which frequently accompany physical weakness. * 

Looming large, fillihg my mind completely, were the 
tf^ugly blots whioby under guise of a confession!^ I had 
revealed to my wife on the previous (fay; the two dark 
blots which ^had spoiled my life for so many years. 

- f*lreselv^d to re-examine them at^once, to dissect those 
two **facts” which up to now | had allowed to pass 
unchallenged, for I had a vague j^resentiment that they 
were unsound. 

“Let me see,” I said to myself, “what have I done 
that I should look upon myself as a selfish coward, who 
has sacrificed the artistic career of his wife to his 
aipbition? Let me see what really happened. ...” 

At the time of our betrothal she was playing very 
small parts. Her position in the artistic world had sunk 
to a very modest one, once her want of talent, character 
and originality had made her second appearance in 
public a fiasco. She lacked all the essentials which go 
to make a successful actress. On the day before our 
wedding she w^as playing the part'oi^a society woman in a 
very commonplace play; she had only a dpssen words to 
speak. 

For how many tears, how much misery was our 
marriage made responsible! It robbed the actress of all 
charm, and yet she had been so fascinating as Baroness, 
divorced from her husband that she might devote her life 
entirely to art. 

It was true, I was to blame for this deterioration, 
which, after two years’ weeping over steadily shrinking 
parts, resulted in her leaving the stage. 

^t the very moment when her engagement came to an 
end I had a success^ an undoubted success, as a novelist. 
‘1 had already conquered the stage with smalb unimportant 
plays. Now 1 wm burning to write a play which would 
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create a sensation; it shAuld be one of those spectacular 
plays*which delijyht audiences; ray purpose, of course, 
was to help my wife to a re-engai^ement. It was a repug- , 
nant task, for one of my most cherished dreams was4iie 
reform of the dralha. In writing my new play I sacrificed 
my literary faith. But I meant to force my wife on a 
hostile public, throw her at their heads with ^ the mehns 
in my poweif, move heaven and earth to make her popular. 
All my efforts were in vain. The public would have none 
of the divorced wife who had married a second time; the 
manager hastened to cancel a contract which brought him 
no advantage. 

“Well, was that my fault?” I asked myself, volup¬ 
tuously stretching my limbs, well satisfied with the result 
of this first self-examination. Was there a greaier 
blessing than a good conscience? 

With a lighter heart I continued my musing— 

A miserable year passed, was wept away, despite the 
happiness it brought us in the birth of a little girl. 

And all of a sudden my wife had another attack of 
stage mania, more^^olent than the previous one. We 
besieged the agencies, stormed the managerial offices, 
advertised ourselves hugely—but everywhere we failed, all 
doors were closed to us, everybody threw cold water on 
our schemes. 

Disillusioned by the failure of my drama, and on the 
point of making a name in science, I 4<td sworn never 
again to write a play round an actress, more especially as 
this sort of work had no attraction for me. In addition, 

I was little disposed to break up our home merely to 
satisfy a passing whim of my wife’s, and therefore I 
feigned myself to bearing my share of the incurable 
sorrow. 

But after a time J[ found the task beyond my strength#' 
I made use bt my connections with a Iheatre in Finland, 



810 THE CONFESSION OF A FOOh 

and, thanks to my efforts, my wife was engag^ for a 
number of performances. » 

I had made a rod for my own back. For a whole 
month I was widower, bachelor, head of the family, 
housekeeper. In compensation my wife, on her return, 
brought home with her two large packing-cases full of 
wreaths and bouquets. 

But she *%as so happy, so young and so charming, that 
I took at once the necessary steps to secure a fresh 
engagement for her. I knew thaif by doing this 1 was 
running the risk of having to leave my country, my 
friends, my position, my publisher—and for what? For 
a woman’s whim. . . . But let that pass! Either a man 
is in love or he isn’t. . . . 

Fortunately for me, my correspondent had no room in 
his company for an actress without a repertoire. 

Was that my fault? At the thought of it I literally 
rolled over in my bed with pleasure. What a good thing 
an occasional little self-examination is I It unburdens tlie 
heart ... it rejuvenated me. 

But to proceed. Children weps J)orn to us at short 
intervals. One—two—^three. But ^ain and again her 
yearning for the stage returned. One oughts persevere I 
^ new theatre was being opened. Why not offer the 
manager a new play with a good part for the leading 
actress, a sensational play, dealing with the ** woman 
question ” which loomed so large at the time? 

No sooner tjhought than done. For, as I have idready 
said, either a man is in love, or he isn’t. 

The play wat^roduced. It contained a splendid part 
for the leading actress, magnificent dresses (of course), a 
cradle, much moonshine, a villain; an abject husband«iii 
lov^ with his wife (mys^, a wife about to become a 
mother (a stage novdty), the interior of a' eonvent*—and 
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The actress had an extraordinary success, but from the 
»literafy point of view the play was a failure, an awful 
failure . . « alas! 

She^was saved. I was lost, ruined. But in spite of 
everything, in sj^te of the supper which we gave to the « 
manager at a hundred crowns per head; in spite of a fine 
of fifty crowns which we had to pay for illegal cheering, 
late at night before the agent’s office—in spite of all our 
efforts, no engagement was offered to her. It was not my 
fault. I was blamele^ in the matter. I was the martyr, ** 
the victim. Nevertheless, in the eyes of her sex I hence- 
foxth was a ruffian who had ruined his wife’s career. For 
years I had suffered remorse on this account, remorse so 
bitter that it poisoned my days and robbed my nights of 
peace. 

How often had the reproach been publicly fiung into 
my face! It was always I who w'as guilty! . . . That 
things can^e about in quite a different way, who cared ?. .. 
One career had been ruined, that I admit , . . but which, 
and by whom? 

A horrible thought ^me into my mind; the idea that 
posterity might bl&ie me for this ruined career seemed to 
me no laughing matter, for I was defenceless and without 
a friend capable of stating the facts undisguised and 
unmisrepresentcd. 

There remained the spending of her dowry. 

I had once been made the subject of a paragraph 
entitled: squanderer of his wife’s fortune.” 1 also, 

on another occasion, had been charged with living on my 
wife’s income, a charge which had made me put six 
cartridges into my revolver. 

Let us examine this charge also, since an investigation 
has becomo^desirable, and after due examination let us 
pronounce tentenoe* 



812 THE CONFESSION OF A FOPH 

« * 

My wife’s dowry consisted of ten thousand crowns in 
doubtful shares; I had raised a mortgage on these ihares 
with a bank of moi^gages, amouifting to fifty per cent 
of their face value. Like a bolt from the blue the general 
smash came. The shares were so much** waste-paper, for 
we had omitted to sell them at the right moment. I was 
consequently compelled to pay the full amount of my 
mortgage: fifty per cent of the face value. I^ater on 
^my wife received twenty-five per cent of her claim, this 
being the proportion which the creditors received after 
the bank’s failure. 

How much did I squander? 

Not one penny, in my opinion. The holder of the 
shares received the actual value of her unsaleable invest¬ 
ments which my personal guarantee had increased by 
twenty-five per cent. 

Truly I was as innocent in this connection as in the 
other. 

And the anguish, the despair which had more than 
once driven me to the verge of suicide! The suspicion, 
the old distrust, the cruel doubts$ ly|gan to torture me 
afresh. The thought that I nearly ^ed as^a scoundrel 
almost drove me mad. Worn out with care, overwhelmed 
with work, I had never had time to pay much attention 
to the dark innuendoes, the veiled allusions. And while 
I, completely absorbed by my daily toil, lived unsuspect¬ 
ingly from day to day, slanderous rumours had been 
started, which became more and more insistent and 
definite, although they had no other foundation than the 
talk of the envious and the idle gossip of the caffe. And 

I, fool that I was, believed everybody, doubted no one 
but myself. Ah I . . . 

Was I really never insane, never ill, no degenerat^l 
J merely fooled by a trickster whom I worshipped, 
wh|^ little embroidery scissors had^iut ofl? Samson’s locks 
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when he laid his weary head on the pillow^ worn out by 
• heavy toil, exhausted by care and anxiety on her account 
and the children’s? 'trustful, unsiispicious, I had lost 
my honour, my manhood, the will to live, my intellect, 
my five senses, and alas I much more even, in this ten 
years’ sleep in the arms of the sorceress. 

Was it possible—^the thought filled me with shame— 
that a crime had been committed in these fogs in W'hich I 
had lived for years lik^ a phantom ? An unconscious littl&», 
crime, caused by a vague desire for power, by a woman’s 
secret wish to get the better of the man in the duel called 
matrimony ? 

Doubtless I had been a fool! Seduced by a married 
woman; compelled to marry her to save her honour and 
her theatrical career; married under the dotal system and 
the condition that each should contribute half of the 
expenses, I was ruined after ten years, plundered, for I 
had borne the financial burden on my own shoulders 
entirely. 

At this very moment when my wife denounced me as 
a spendthrift, in^wable of providing the necessities of 
life ; when ajie represented me as the squanderer of her 
so-called fortune; at this very moment she owed me forty 
thousand crowns, her share of the expenses, according to 
the verbal agreement made on our wedding day. 

She was my debtor 1 

Determined to settle all old accounts once and for ever, 

1 jumped out of bed like a man who has dreamed that 
he is paralysed, and on awakening flings away the crutches 
with which he had walked in his dream. I dressed quickly 
and ran down-stairs to confront my wife. 

'^Through the half-open door my enraptured gaase met 
,4;<ehanning spectacle. ^ 

She lay, stretched out at full length, on her tumbled 
bedf her lovely little head buried in the pillow over whtch 
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the flood of her golden hair waved and curled; her trans- 
»parent lightgown had slipped off her shoulders, *and her 
‘ virginal bosom gleamed white under the lace insertion; 
the soft, red-and-white striped coverlet betray^ the 
8wellinjB|^ curves of her graceful, fragile ttbdy, leaving her 
bare^ tet uncovered—^tiny arched feet with rosy toes and 
transparent flawless nails—a genuine work of art, perfect, 
fashioned in flesh after the model of an antique marble 
^tatua'i and this was my wife. ^ 

Light-hearted and smiling, with ah expresaon of chaste 
motherliness, she watched her three little ones as they 
were climbing and tumbling about among the flowered 
down pillows, as if on a heap of newly mown flowers. 

The delightful spectacle softened me. But a whisper¬ 
ing doubt in my heart warned me: “Beware of the 
she-paather playing with her cubs! ^ 

Disarmed by the majesty of motherhood, I entered hei^ 
room with uncertain steps, timid as a schoolboy. 

“ Ah I You are up already, my dear,” she greeted me, 
surprised, but not as pleased as one might have expected. 

I stammered a confused reply, ^qjhered by the chil- 
dren, who had climbed on my back when I stooped to 
kiss their mother. 

Was it possible? Could she really be a criminal? 1 
pondered the question as I went away, subdued by her 
chaste beauty, the candid smile of those lips which could 
surely never have been tainted by a lie. No, a thousand 
times no I . . . 

I stole away, convinced of the contrary. 

And yet doubt remained, doubt of everything: of my 
wife^s constancy, my children’s legitimate birth, my 
etonity; doubt which persecuted me, relentlessly and 
unremittingly. 

It was tiipe to make an ezid, to arrest the flood of sterile 
thc^hts* If only I could have absolute certainty! A 
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crime had been committed in secret, or else I was mad I 
I miiflt know the truth I # ^ 

To be a deceived husband! What did I care, as long^'^ 
as I k^w it! I should be the first to laugh at it. Was 
there a single min in the world who could be ab|olutely 

certain that he was his wife’s only lover ... 

When 1 thought of the friends of -my youth, now 
married, I could not pick out one who was not, to some 
^tfent, hook winked. Lucky men whom no doubts 
tortured! It was silly to be small-minded. Whether one 
is the only one, or whether one- has a rival, what does it 
matter ? The ridicule lies in the fact of not knowing it; 
the main thing is to know all about it. 

Yet if a man were married for a hundred years he would 
still know nothing of the true nature of his wife. How¬ 
ever* deep his knowledge of humanity, of the- whole 
eosmos, he would nefver fathom the woman whose life is 
bound up with his own life. For this reason the story 
of poor Monsieur Bovary is such pleasant reading for all 
happy husbands. . . . 

But as far as 1 wais, concerned I wanted the truth. 1 
must have it. For the sake of revenge? What folly! 
Revenge on ’^vhom ? On my favoured rivals ? They did 
but make use of their prerogative as males! On my 
wife ? Did I not say one ought not to be small-minded ? 
And to hurt the mother of my darlings? How could 1 
do it? 

But I wanted to know; I wanted to know everything. 
1 determined to examine my life, carefully, tactfully, 
scientifically; to make use of all the resources of 
psychology: suggestion, thought-reading, mental torture 
none should be neglected; I determined to probe tb^ 
deepest depth$> not even despising the well-worn, old- 
fMhioned means of burglary, theft, interception of letters, 
forged signatures. . . . 
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I determined to make the most searching investiga¬ 
tions. . . Was that monomania, the parox^m of rage 
of a lunatic? It is not for me to say*, 

I appeal to the reader for a verdict after a carefi^ Hudy 
of my .confession. Perhaps he will find In it elements of 
the physiology of love, some light on the pathology of 
the soul, or even a strange fragment of the philcjsophy of 
crime. 

September ^887—March 1888. 



CoNCLm>UJO Remarks of the Author 

I ** 

This is a terrible book, I fully admit it, and 1 regret 
that 1 ever wrote it. 

How did I come to write it ? 

I had to wash my corpse before il. was laid in its coffin. 

Four years ago, if I remember rightly, a friend of 
mine, a writer, a declared enemy of the indiscretions— 
of others—said to me one day when talking about my 
first marriage— 

Do you know, it would make cxceltent copy Ibr the 
sort of novel which I should like to write.” 

Certain of my friend ^s applause, I decided there and 
then to write it myself. 

“Don’t be angry with me, dear old fellow, that I, as 
the original owner, make use of my property.” 

1 also req^ember, it is twelve years ago now, a remark 
my future mother-in-law made to me one evening when I 
was watching her daughter carrying on a flirtation with 
a group of^young men— 

“Wouldn’t she make a splendid heroine for a novel? ” 
“With what tiUe?” 

“ A passionate .woman! ” 

Haj^y mother, who died in the nick of time, I have 
carried out your suggestion. The novel has been written. 
I die in peace. 

• MS. 1888. ‘ 

I 

The other day I met again the hero of this novel. 1 
upbraided him for having induced me to publish the story 

317 
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<il hi# IniArrdiJifr. de is loarried again^ father, of a 
sTf^t little girlf 'iaad.iooks ten years younger^ 

*‘0lear old».4!^,” he said in .reply to my ^^roaches, 
“ the ffyinpathy which everybody felt for th^^he|pine "of 
the novels when it was first "puld^ed, aAblves.me* You 
may gauge from this fact the great depili of:the love 1 
bore her, for not only did it survive so much BrdtaUt^, 
but it communicated itself even^ to the reader. ^Hiis, 
however, has not prevented a French academician from 
denounc^ my constancy as weakness, my steadfast 
loyalty t5 uiy family, including my children, basrni^, in 
view of my .wife’s brutality, inconstancy and di^cHamty. 
.J'wonder whether this man would consider an in^igtddcant 
Caserio superior to pn eminent Carnot, simply because the 
former stabbed the latter? 

“ Moreover, this book, which you had wanted to write 
yourself, is only the woof of a fabric the 'nchness. of 
which is known only to those of my countrymen who have 
f<diowed my literary career as it unfolded it^f side by 
side with the sorrows of my heart, without suffering to 
be influenced. 1 could have left the battlefl^d.' I 
remained steadfastly at my post. I f<mghtt against the 
enemy at home, day and night. Was tiiis not courage? 

“The ‘poor, defenceless woman’ was.b^ed by the 
four Scandinavian kingdoms, where she counted .nothing 
but allies in her war agmnst a man who wae sickn^jBOlitftry, 
poor, and threatened with confinement in a lunatic ai^lum 
because his intellect rebelled agai^it thft def^^atto^ of 
woman, this penultimate superstition ol ibe^fi^ee-thinkers. 

“ The dear souls who conceal their reyehgeful thoughts 
under the ^term ’ divine justice ’ have condemned my 
* Confession ’ is the name of their Nemesis divina^;hting^ 
ing spurious evidence for their asserti^ that J, Red 
deceived' the husband of Marie’s first marriage^ ]pet 
them read the scene where the Basan throws his wife into 
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mj' ceokfii vb«n 1 stBod before Mm ij^Ur clean hands and 
conleised to' *hiiki my gutless love > for the wffe 4ie 
ne^bcted* -Ltit them remember the important fact that 
I tookl^n my* young shoulders the whole burden of our 
.fauft^wsi^e hi# positioi^Jn the army and the future of 
his lifilb Let them then say Whether it is just to 
pwdsh^ act of i^elf-sacrifice by an^act of brutal revenge. 

^ One must be young and foolish to act as 1 have acted, 
I admit that. But it will not happen again—never 
again. • , . Biit^ . : eilough of it! And then . . . no . . . 
-good-b^l ” 

He Wmed away quickly, leaving me under the spell 
of his'|ierfect honesty. 

I never again regretted having published the story of 
this idealist^ who has now disappeared from literature and 
the-world. But I abandoned my former intention to write 
^'The Confession of a Foolish Woman,” because, after 
albeit goes too mpch against common-sense to allow a 
criminal to give evid^ce against her victim. 

French Original Edition, 1894. 


It ^as'^the outS^ken account of his first marriage, 
written in self-defence and as a last testament, for he' 
intended to tdke his life as soon as the book was finished. 
For five yeaiwtlie sealed manuscript, which was not meant 
for publication* was in the safe keeping of a relative. 
Only in thh-^rihg of 189S, under the pressure of circum- 
staa’ces and t^fter phblic opinion and the press had 
attacked fikn in' thcl. most unjust manner, did he sell the 
book publisher. 

“Separated,*^ 1902. 

* 

H 


THE END 
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Tr^inNlated by AiKxjpiDaa Tbixeira dr 
Mattus. ltlusti«ti.(i. /m/. fiew. 5J. 

Palrbpotber (W. 11 .). THE PHILO. 
id^PHY OF T. H GRFJ£N. Seemd 
Editun. Cr. %ve. y. bd. 

*lToulkes ((TharlesL THE ARMOURER 
AND HIS CRAbT. Uluitraied Eeynt 
4/a, ^9 M. tut. 

nrth (C H.]. CROMWELL'S ARMY; 

A Hislury of the Bngli»h Soldier dunng the 
Civil Wart, the CommonweAith, and the 
Protectorate. lUiulrated. Setmd Edttien 
Cr. Oiw. fit 

Fisher (H. A. L.). THE republican 
TKAD irioN IN EUROPE. Ct. bve. 

it.0et 

PltcGerald (Edward). THE RUBA'H AT 
Of UMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Filth and I.^st Edition With a Cim- 
nentaty by H M. Batson, and a Ubgraoh- 
kal IntrouiictiuD b> £. D. Ross, Cr, tiw. 

la 

nnx(A W.). ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
rPMiiy Im. yf. fid. mi. 
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Fraser (J. F) RouND ttlk World 
ON A WHEEL. iilui^uaicd. A/ih 
hdttien. Cr. 8v«. fit. 

Gallon (Sir Francis). MEMORIFS OF 
MY LIFE. llliiMrated. Hurd Edthen. 
Demy Sue. lot. Cd net. 

Glbhlns (H. da B) INDUSTRY IN 
KNt.l.ANDt HISTORICAL OUT- 
LI N KS. With Mapi and Platik Seventh 
hdittem. Eevtted. Demy 8vtf. loi bd, 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OK 
ENC.LANO, With 5 Maps and a Plan. 
Eighteenth and kevued Eattun, Cr. tve. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition. Lr bvo at bd. 

Gibbon (Edward). THE MEMOIRS OF 
THE Uth. OF EDWARD GIBBON. 
Edited by G. Birkbrck Hiil. Cr. Stw. bt. 

IHL DbCLINE AND FALL OF 'FHE 
ROMAN EMPIRE. Edited, with Notes, 
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Buxv, 
Illustrated, /it .fttvii Voiumee. Demy 
ivo Each tot bd. net Alee m Seven 
Columet. Cr. Set. fit. tor A. 

Clover (T.R.). THE CONFLICT OF 
RELIGIONS IN 'IHK EARLY ROMAN 
EMPIRE. Eourth Edition. Demy ivo. 
ft bd, net, 

Godley (A. D j. LYRA FRIVOLA. Fenrth 
Edition keap. Svt. at. bd. 

VERSES 10 ORDER. Stand Edition. 
Ftap 8tw at bd. 

SECOND STRINGS. Fire/. 8»#. at. fi^. 

Gostllng (Frances H.) THE BR£ TONS 
AT HOME. TUusirated. I'kird Ediiien, 
Cr. Hvo tot 

AUVEKGNF AND ITS PEOPLE. Ulus, 
tiated. Demy ivo. lot bd. net. 

•GrayCArthor). CAMBRIDGE AND ITS 
SlUKV. Illustrated. Demy ivo. yt. fid 
not. 

Grahame (Kenneth). THE WIND IN 
THE WILLOWS. Illustrated. Sixth 
Edition. Cr, Sew. fit. 

Granger (Frank). HISTORICAL SOCI¬ 
OLOGY ; A TRXT-BoyR or Politics. 
Cr 8sw. y. bd. net. 

Grew (Edwin Sharpe). THE GROWTH 
Ob A PLANET, illuotrated. Cr.8vw, fir, 

Grlflln (W. Hall) and Hlnehin (H. C.L 
IHL LIFE Oh ROBEKl HROWNING. 
Illustrated. Socond Edition. Dtmy law. 
lat. bd. not. 

Hal* (J, R.). FAMOUS SEA FIGHTS- 
raoM Salamis to lstf*«iuu. Uluinated. 
Cr. 8m. fit. mt. 
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•HlUt{R.RJ. THE ANCIENT HISTORY 
OF TOE NEAR EAST FROM THE 
EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PER¬ 
SIAN INVASION OP GREECE. inua< 
tnicd. Dtmy law. xsr. tut. 


lUnnsT a>. 1 - A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY. Vol. L, 1117-1688. 
VoU II., i(Sf9-iti5. J?#*V 
ft. 6d, tut. 


Hmp (CharlM G.}- THE AUTOCAR 
ROAD'BOOK. With Mapi. In leu* 
Vdnmtt. Cr. 8iv. Eneh ft. 6d net. 

Vflt. I —SoVTM OF THS 1 HAM» 

V^ II.— Noxtk and Sootk Walks 
AND West Midlands. 

Voi. III.— East Anolia and East Mid¬ 
lands. 

*Vol. IV.—The Nortk or England and 
South of Scotland. 


BmtIi (FranlO. THE WOMEN, OF 
SHAKESPEARE. Jhmjrlvt. ft.td rut. 

Hftssall rApthar% THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON. Hiuitrated. Dtmf ivt. 
ft. id. net. 

HeadlOF {F. w.). DARWINISM AND 
MODERN SOCIALIS.M. Stcmd Editien. 
Cr.ive. it.Htt. 

Rendopson (M. Stupso). GEORGE 
MEREDITH. NOVELIST, POET, 
REFORMER. With a Portrait. Secend 
EdUien. Cr. Sffr. 61. 


BobIoF (W. B.). ENGLISH LYRICS: 
CHAUCER TO POE. Steend Mdthen. 
Cr. tve. ar. id. net. 


Hill iOeopge Franels). ONE HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE, 
lllnstiated. I^emy ire. tot. id, net 

Hind (C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL, 
llluatratad. TAtrd Editten, Cr, ipe. it. 


Robhouse (L. T,). THE THEORY OF 
RNUWLkDGB. Demy Bve, xm. id. net. 


Hobson (J. A.}. INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE; An Application or Economic 
Thbokv. Cr. Sw. ar. id net. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY; An Inquiit 
into the Industrial Condition of the 
Poor. Seventh Sdtiim. Cr. 8 (w. ar, 6^. 
THE PROBLEM OF THE UN¬ 
EMPLOYED I An Enquiry and ah 
BconomicPouct. Fifth Edtimt. Cr.ive. 

VI. U 

iotetOBnin ^.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OCb CHINESE PORCEUIN. lUss- 
tmsi TMeiMtUim. Pititm,' 6r. 


■m^ 3 bX.s 

MMdMiSn Wise. 


THl WOIAK 
vm. nhubnitid. 
miEm 


BoldswoPtb m. S.). A HISTORY Of 
ENGLISH LAW. In Few Velumei. 
Veh. /., //., III. Demy Sra. Ehteh xm. id. 

nit, 

BoHend (Clke). TVROt AND ITS 
PEOPLE. Illuitralcd. Demy Siw. tot. td. 

net, 

THE BELGIANS AT HOME. Dluatrated 
jyemy ive. tot, id. net. 

HorsbttPffh (B L S.). LORENZO THE 
MAGNIlilCENT: and Florbncf in her 
Golden Ace. Illustrated. Seeend Eduun. 
Denn %ve x5r. net. 

WATERLOO: A Narrative and a Crit¬ 
icism. With Plans. Seeend Edtiten. Cr. 
%ve. 5«. 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. Dloa* 
trated. Cr Svr. $1. net. 

HoslOlAlexandep). MANCHURIA. IHna- 
trated. Seeend Editteit, Demy lea. ft. id. 
net, 

Hudson (W. H.). A SHEPHERD'S 
LIFE: iMPRBSSiONS op tkb South Wilt- 
SHiKR Downs. Illustrated. Tktrd Edr 
Hen. Demy ive, ft. id. met. 

HumpbPOFS (John H). PROPOR¬ 
TIONAL REPRESENTATION. Cr. to#. 
ft. net. 

Rutehinson (Bopaee 0 .}. THE NEW 
FOREST Illustrated. Fewth EdUten. 
Cr 81W. 6r. 


Hutton (BdwapdL THE CITIES OF 
SPAIN. Illustrated. Feurth EdtUen. 
Cr. 9 ve. ft. 

THE CITIES OIMTMBRIA. Illustrated. 

Feurth EdtHen. Cr, ive it 
•THE CITIES OF LOMBARDY. Illus¬ 
trated. Cr. ive. it. 

ILORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS 
CANY WITH GENOA. Illustrated. 
Seeend Edttum. Cr. to#, it. 

SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 
Illustrated. Setmtd EdtHen. Cr. 6u#. 6i. 
VENICE AND VENETIA. lUustnted. 
Cr. 8fw. 6t. 

ROME Illustrated. Third Ed&im, Cn 

COUNTRY WALKS ABOUT FLORENCE. 
Illustrated. Seeend EdtHen. Fee^. 80#. 
u. net, 

IN UNKNOWN TUSCANY. WUh Notes> 
W William Hbtwood. Illustrated. Second' 
Edition. Demy iw. ft. id. net. . 

A BOOK OF THE WIE. tUnftrAted. 
Den^ hve. ft. id. net. 


Ibnn (BenPW> BRAND. A Dnunatie 
Poes^ TtanMittod by Wiluam Wilsoh 
FmihEdtHea. Cnlee. ^.id. 

lBjn(W.!L). CKRUTUN MYSTiaSM.. 
(The Buytee L tc in ef ilgf.) Seemd 
0»tM f/hmt. 
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laneii «A. D.). A HISTORY or THE 
IIRITISH IH INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr. Iw. it. 

ENGLAND ilNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Titrd Dtmjf 8w. 

lOf. id. net, 

Innes (Mary). SCHOOLS OF PAINT¬ 
ING. Illiutiatedi Setmtd Sdttun, Cr. 
tv*, y. mi, 

Jenks (B.). AN OUTLINE Or ENG¬ 
LISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. Snend 
Edttien, Revised by R. C. K.,Knsux, 
Cr tv* *t. id. net. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLISH I.AW: 

FROM 1 HU EaKUXST '1IMSS 10 THE EnD 

or TMC Year 19x1. Demf tv*, xot. id. 
net. 

Jernlnfham (Charles Edward). THE 
MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second 
Ediiten. Cr. tv*, y. 

Johnston (Sir R. H.). BRITISH CEN¬ 
TRAL AFRICA. Illustrated. Tktrd 
Edithm. Cr, 4/*, itt. net. 

THE NEGRO IN THE NEW WORLD 
Illustrated. Demy tv*, aii. net. 


Julian (La^) of Norwich, REVELA 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE Edited by 
Gkaci Waxxack. Eenrti Mdtiten. Cr, 
tv*, y, id. 

Keats (John).. THE POEMS. Edited 
with Introductioa and Notes by E. da 
Siuiicouxr. With a Frontispiece in Photo- 
gravure. Tktrd EditUn. • Demy 8iw 
74. id. net, M 

Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. 
Lock. Illusuated. 7 ktrd Edttten. Feaf. 
tv*, y. id. 

Kempls (Thomas ii* THE IMITATION 
OF CHRlbl'. From the Latin, with an 
Introduction by Dban Faxras. lilustiated. 
Tktrd Eattun, Ftap. tv*, y id. 


Kingston (Edward). A GUIDE TO 
THE BRITISH PICTURES IN THE 
NATIONAL GALLERY. Illustrated 
Fcep. tv*, y. id. net. 


Kipling (Kadyard). BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. io8^A Tkoutand. Tfurty-Jirst 
Ed^ton. Cr. tv*, it. Also Feap. tve, 
Ltntktr, y, net. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. t9tk Theutnnd 
NtneUenth Edttten, Cr. Ssv. dr. Also 
Pcap. %»»yLtaihir. y. net. 

THR FIVE NATIONS, yend Tkemtand. 
Eifhtk Editten. Cr. tv*, it, kitoFcap. 
tv*, Lemtker. y. net. 

DEPARTMBNfAL DITTIES. Twentuik 
Mdtiten, Cr. hw. (It. Also Fe»p. tv*, 
tevtker. y. met. 


(Charles and Maiw). THI 

PLKTE WORKS. Kdiu 


Lamb _ 

COMPLETE WORKS. Kdited with ax 
Introduction and Notes by K V Lucas. A 
New and Revued Etbhen tn Sitt Vainmit 
IFtth Frentupteee. Femp Im. y. mhtA. 
The volumes are• 

I. MiSCBLLANBOUi PXOSB. II. EUA ANB 

TKX LAST Esiavs OX Elia. llL Boocs 
rox Chiloxxm. it. Plays amp Poxma 
▼. andVI Lbttbxs. 


Lankestar (Sir Ray). SCIENCE FROM 
AN EASY CHAIR. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edttien. Cr, 8fw. it. 

■ 

Le Braz (Anatole), THE LAND OF 
PARDON^S. Translated by Fxamcbs M. 
Gostunq. Illustrated. Tktrd Edihen. 
Cr. Snr. Sr. 

Lock (Walter). ST. PAUL. THE 
MASTER-BUILDER. Third Edttien. 
Cr, tvo. y, id, 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cr. tv*, it. 

Lodge (Sir Ollverl. THE SUBSTANCE 
OF FAITH, ALLIED Wll'H SCIENCE 1 
A Catechism for Parents and Teasers. 
Eleventh Editten. Cr. tv*, at, net. 

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE: A Study 
or THB Imblubmcb or tub Ajivancb im 
SCIBHT irtC Knowlbdgb uroH oub undyk- 
standimg or Chxistunitt. Ntnth 
hdttien. Den^y tve. y. net. Alt* Feep. 
V. ir- net 

THE SURVIVAL OF MAN. A Study im 
Unxbcocnisbd Humam Faculty. Fifth 
Edttten. Wtde Creum tv*, y. net, 
REA.SON AND BELIEF. Ft^ Edttien. 
Cr tm y. id. net 

•MOOERNI'ROBLEMS. Cr. tv*, y net. 

Loriiner (George Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON Illustrated. Twemfy-tecend 
Edttten. Cr, tve. 31 bd. 

Also Fcaf tt>e xt net 
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. lUusttated 
Second Edttten. Cr. tv*, it. 


Lucas (B, V.}. THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. Illustrated. F^tk Edttten. Demy 
tvo. ys. id, net. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Itlos. 
bated Thirteenth Edttten. Cr. tve. it. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. Uhia- 
trated. Twelfth Editten, Cr, tve. it. 

A WANDERER IN PARIS. lUustratad. 
Ninth Editten, Cr. tv*, it. 

Alto Ftmp, tve, y 

•A WANDERER IN FLORENCE. lUna- 
strated. Cr, tve. it. 

THE OPEN ROAD; A Uttln Book fcr 
WayCuen. Mtyhttmth Edihem, Fcvp. 
tve. y .: /ntUn Taper, yt, id, 

*Alee iUmitrmtedtn telenr , Cr- glrsy. net. 
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TNB FRIENDLY TOWN* A Little Bonli 
for tk« Urliue. Six^i Edutum. /Imyk Iw. 
w.; Indta. ji. 6 d. 

rfRESlDE AND SUNSHINE. Sixtk 
EJttiPH. Fca^. &c'0 5f. 

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. S$jct* 
Feai. 8m. y 

THE GENTLEST ART. A Choice of 
Letters by Enteruinuig Hands. SevtHtk 
hdittoH. Fcajt Sti'? y. 

THE SECOND POST. Iktrd Editum. 
Fe»d. 8w. 5x. 

HER INFINITE VARIETY: A Ffminimr 
Pom rait Gallerv. StxtA Edttum 
heap, 8w. y 

GOOD COMPANY: A Ralit op Men 
Steaad Bditten Ftap 8tw y 

ONE DAY AND ANOrilER. Fxftk 
Edition Fra/ 

OLD LAMPS POk NEW, Fourth Edihon 
Flap. 8 m. y 

LlSl'kNKR'S LURE; Am Om kjiir Na«- 
WATION Nmtk F.Jihan. hcaf. Bvo. y, 

OVER REMEKiON'S. An £ACv-Gr..N(. 
(.'hromicle. Jitnth Edition heap 8vo 

mIl INOLESIDE Am/h Edi/tO*. heap. 
8 io. y 

See iil<>0 Lamb (Charles). 

L>'dek;kep(R. and Othersl REPTILT S, 
AMPlilHIA. MSfiKS, AND LoWEK 
CHUKDAl.A pAiitcd by J C Cunnini. 
HAH. liluurated. Demy Bvo. tot, bd net, 

Lydekkep (R). the 0 \ and its 

IvlNDRED. lUukUated. Cr, 8m. 6i. 

Maeaular (Lord). CRITICAL AND 
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by t. 
C. Momtacub. Ihreo t'oIumoM. Cr.Bvo. 
ifts. 

McCaba (Joseph!. THE DECAY OP 
(HE CHURCH OK ROME. Third 
FdHuii. J>fmyBTO. js. bd. net / 

THE KMPKESSh.S OF ROME, lllus* 
rraied. DtmjfB/oo isx bd met. 

HaeCarthy (Desmond) and Russell 
(AfatblO. lady JOHN RUBSEI.L: 

A Memoir. liluMrated. Fourth kdition. 
Demy Bw. loi bd. net, 

MeCuIlagh (Franeis) THE FALL OF 
ABD-ULhaMID. lUuMrated. h>emy 
8m. Xflf. bd. net, 

VtDoofall (WlHiam). AN INTRODUC- 
IION TO SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY. 
Fimodk Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. not, 

BODY AND HIND : A History akd a 
Imnitca OF Animism. Ihrm/ 8 ma tot, bd, 
not. 

*il«tll.JRoPl’(Aathepofl. IT. GATHER. 
11% ^ lltNA AND HSR TIMES. 
fll tu Btisdi JesMMf EdUmtA thmt bnv, 
lo,9d,att. 


Maeterltnek (Maurtee). THE BLI5b 
BIRD’ A Fairy Piav m Six Acts. 
Tranilated by Alkxamdcr Trixrira dr 
Uattos. Fe^p.Bvo. DocUoBdget. y.6d 
net. Alto Ft0p. Bvo. Cloth, it. net. An 
Edition, illustrated m colour by F. Cavucv 
Robinson, is also jpoblished. Cr 4/0, Gilt 
tirp. Sir met. Of the above book Twenty- 
nine Editions in all have been isoued. 

MARY MAGDALENE I A Play in Thrbr 
Acts. Translated by Alexander Trixrira 
OR Mattos. Third Edition Feap. 8iw. 
Deckle Edgee. y. bd. net. Also Feap. Sw. 
ir. 

DEA'Ih. Translated by Alexander 
IEIXRIRA DR Mattos. Fourth EdtHon. 
Feap 8w. y. bd. not. 

Mahaffy (J. P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UN DER the FI OLEMAIC DYNASTY. 
Illustrated. Cr, Bvo be. 

Maitland (F. W.}. ROMAN CANON 
LAW IN THE CHURCH OF ENG¬ 
LAND. RoyodBoo, jt.bd. 

Marett (R. R.}. THE THRESHOLD OF 
KEl IGIUN. Cr. Bvo. y. bd. not. 

Marriott iCharles). A SPANISH HOLI¬ 
DAY. Illustrated. DtmyBw it.bd,not 
I HE ROMANCE OF IHE RHINE. 
Illustrated. Demy 8m. lor. 6df net, ’ 

M.irrlOtt (J. A. R) THE UKE AND 
1 1 .MLb OF LUCIUS CARY, VISCOUNT 
FALKLAND. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
Demy 8m. y, bd. net. 

KaseAold Llohn). SEA LIFE IN NEI^ 
SON a fiME.^ Illustrated. Cr. Sew. 

y bd. net * 

A SAILOK’S GARLAND. Selected and 
Edited, hteond Edition, Cr. |m. y. bd. 
met. 

.Masterman (C F. G.). TENNYSON 
AS A KEi.loIOUS TEACHER. Second 
Edition Lr 8 m. be. 

THE CONDJllON OF ENGLAND. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 m. be. Aho he^, 
Bvo. tr. net. 


‘Mayne (Ethel ColbuPD). BYRON. lUus- 
trated. In t%oo volumet. Demy Bvo, ote. 
net. 


Medley (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUS- 
IRAnUNS OF ENGLISH CONSl'I I'U- 
llONAL HISTORY. Cr.Bvo. y.Unet. 


Methuen (A. M. a). ENGLAND'S RUIN : 
Discusskd in Fouxtrrn Letters to a 
PxoTBCiibMiST. NinthStkthn. Cr.Bvo. 
3d. nit. 


MCes (luitaMl. LIFE AFTER LIFKi 
t(, TNB Thimrv or tUnncARHaTiON. 
Cr. IM. w. bd, ml, 

THE POWER OF CONCBHTIUTION r 
How TO Alqwirr it. Ponoth Anmem, 
Cn Mb. y. M ml. 
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lUllEtl (J 6.). THE UVR AND LET¬ 
TERS or SIR JOHN EVEKEir 
MILLAIS. Illiutnted. Ifm LtUtun. 

Utmf Iw. 71, 6 d'. nti. 

Milne (J 0 .^ A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
UNDER ROMAN RULE. lllustMUd 
Cr, Bv#. ii, 

MofllAt (Hapy M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 
PRUSSIA, illuktrgiied J^aurtk Edition 
Cr. 8w, 6f 

MARIA THERESA Illiutnted. Dmy 
%vo. lof 6d. net. 

Money (L G Chlozza). RICHES AND 
POvEKTY, 1910. PeHti omd RtvueJ 
Edition. Dtmy Stw u. nrt, 

MONEY S FISCAL DlLTlONARY, 1910. 

Second Edtttom Demy Bp# w. net. 
INSURANCE VERSUS POVLRIV. C* 

8p# y. net 

THINGS I'HXT M\TTEK Papers on 

Sl BJEtTS WKUH ANK, OK Ol CUT 10 BB, 
t'NOKR Dist Uk>ioN. Demy Uvo y t,et. 

MontaEue(C.E.). nRAMAflC VALUES 
SrtonJ t tiitiuH. hcnp. Bv#, $*• 

Hool'tiolue (B Hallami. NELSON’S 
LADY HAMlLlON Illustrated. Iktrd 
Edition. Demy 6vo 71 6d. net 

•Morgan (C. Lloyd) INSTINCT AND 
experience. CV Bvp. y. net. 

•NevlU (Lady Dorothy) MY own 
TIMES. Edited by ber ion. Demy Btc 
151 net. 

Norway lA. H). NAPLBfi: Past and 
Prbskmt. Illustrate^ tourtk Edition 
Cr. 8m. &r 

•O'Donnell (Elliotts werewolves 

Cr. Hvo y. net. 

Oman (C. W. C.), A HISIORY OF THE 
ART OF >\AR IN THE MIDDLE 
AGES, lllubtrated. Demy 8v«. lor. 6d 
net. 

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN 
conquest. With Maps. Second 
Edtiton. Demy 8(v. tor. td. net, 

Oxford tM N.L A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. Sixth Edition, Rti/ued. Cr 
Be#. 31. td. net. 

Pakei (W. C. c.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second nnd 
Ckodper EtUiion. Revised by A 1 . 
NAHKlvmLU Cr. Be#, y. net. 

Parker (Brle> THE BOOK OF THE 
ZOO. lUuitnted. Second EJktton. Cr. 

He. it. 

Pearl air Edwin). TURKEY AND ITS 
PEOPLE. Second Edttion. Demy He. 
Ml. td. net. 


Petrie (W H Flinders). A HISTORY 
OF EGYPT IllUkirAicd. /n Tur PMWmm 
C r. Be#. 6f. ench 

Vou i From th* 1 st to tki XVlre 
Dynasty. Seventh Editten. 

Vou II. Tki XVIIth and XVlllTM 
Dynasties Ponrtk Eaition. 

Vou III. XIXtm to XXXih Dynasties. 

Vou IV. Eovpt under tmi Ptolemaic 
Dynasty. J. P Maiiappv. 

VoL. V. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G. 
Milne. 

VoL. VI. Egypt in the Middle Aobs. 
Staniev LanB'Poolb. 

REIIUION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIEN r EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr. 8e«. 

2S td 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
LL A.MARNA LEITERS Cr. Be#, 
ir 6 d, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri I irii bmes, i\th u> xiiib Dynasty. 
Illustrated. Second Edition Lr. Be# 
31 6 d 

EGYPlIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri Second Senes, xviiith to xixtb 
Dynasty. Illustrated. Cr. Be# 31. 6 d 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. IIlus- 
irAtcd. Cr ivo. 3x bd. 

Phrlps (Ruth s.). SKIES ITALIAN A 
1 IT I LB Breviary for Travbllbes in 
11ALV. Etaf Be#. Lenther. y. net. 

Pollard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE 
FOLIOS rtND QUARTOS. A Study in 
the Bibliui;raphy of Stiakes|>eare's Plays, 
1594-1685. llluairaied /#/i# sir. h#< 

Porter (G. R.). THE PROGRESS OF 
i HE nation, a New Edition. Edited 
by F. W. Hirst. Demy Be#, su. net. 

Power (J O'Connor). THE MAKING ur 
AN OKATUR. C r. Btw. bi. 

Price (Eleanor C.). CARDINAL DE 
KiuHELIEU lllusirated Second Edition. 
Demy Be#, lof id net. 

Price (L. L), A SHORT HISTORY OF 
political ECONOMY IN ENGLAND 
FROM AD.kM SMITH TO ARNOLD 
TOYNBEE. Seventh Edition. Cr. 8e#. 
V. bd. 

Pycrafl (W. P.). A HISTORY OF BIRDS 
lllustialed. Demy 8v». 10#. bd, not, 

Rawlings ((sertrude B.). COINS AND 
HOW 10 XNOW IHEM. lUuitrated. 
J htrd Edition. Cr. Ho, be. 

Regan (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER 
HSUES OF THE BKii'lSH ISLLS. 
llluitmted. Cr. Btw. 61. 

Reid (Arehdall). THE LAWS OF HERR. 
DItY. Second Edition, Demy Ho, an, 
net. 
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Bebeptson (C- GruDt). SELECT STAT* 
UTES, CASES. A^ DOCUMENTS, 
iMq-iIm. Dtmy 8cv. icm. mrf- 

ENGLAIID UNDER THE HANOVER¬ 
IANS. Illaitrated. Stemi Edition. Domy 
Iv*. iw. ntU 

Rot (Frtdi. OLD OAK FURNITURE. 
lUuitntcd. Stconi SditioH. Drmy ivo. 
too. €d. not. 

ntyan (P. P W.). STUART LIFE AND 
manners ; A Social Hiituiit. llln** 
tratcd. Dtmy 8v#. lor. id. nti. 

St PpMiels Of Assisi, the LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER. AND OF HIS FRIARS. 
Done into EnKlisb, with Notes by William 
Hktwood. lliuitrated. Domy So#. 51 nti. 

•Said' (R. H. Hnnro). REGINALD. 

Third Edition Ftoh, 8r# ef. 6d net. 

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcaf. tvo. 
V. td . nti . 

Sandtman (0. A. C.> METTERNICH. 
illu<itimted. Dtmy 8 m. lot. 6d. mi. 

Sehldrowlts (Philip). RUBBER. Illus¬ 
trated. Dtmy tvo lot. 6d nti. 

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS, llluetrated. Eltvtnth hdi- 
tion. Etop. Btw. ir bd 

TOMMY SMIIH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 
llluatiBled. fifth Edition. Fuf. Boo. 

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr. 8w. 6«. 

Shakeipeape (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1633; 163s: 1664: 
1685. Each 44 nti, or a complete mi, 
Att ii<. nti. 

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes 
by Gaoaca Wthuham. DcMtyBva. Bnek- 
rmm. set. UL 

Bhellip (Peref Bysshe). THE POEMS 
OF I^RCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. With 
ns Introduction by A. CLVTTON-fiaocx and 
note* by C. D. Lococx. 7 W Ftiumtt. 
Dtmy tif. n*t. 

SladtB (Douglas). SiaLY; The New 
Winter Resort. Illustrated, iteend Edition. 
Cr. ivo. St. Mtt. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited by Edwim Cahman. 
Tboa Ftinnut. Dtmy ww. mu. nti. 

Smith (&. Hephert). GEM-STONES 
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC¬ 
TERS. Illustrated. Cr. lee. hi. nti. 

Sntll (P. J.). A BOOK or EXMOOR. 
lUiMbrnted. Cr. Im. hi. 

'AHB CUSTOMS OP OLD ENOLAND. 
IButmtaA Cr, it*, ii. 


• stanellffe.* GOLF DO’S ANto DONDS. 
Fourth Edition. Ftnp. Bo# u. mi. 

Steyanson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by Sir SiDNiur Colvui Additw mnd En- 
Infjod Edittm in ^r volwnii. Third 
Edition. Fnp. Stw. £ntE*y Dtaihtr, 
tack 54, nti. 

Stevenson (H. I.}. FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS AND BEYOND. 
Beinir Letters written by Mrs M. 1 . STavKN. 
'ON dtiriof i 887--88. Illustrated. Cr, to#. 
6t nrt. 

LET 1 ERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M C. Baloovr. Illus¬ 
trated. htcond Edition. Cr. 8o#i. 6f. mt. 

Stopp (Vernon P.). DEVELOPMENT 
AND DIVINE PURPOSE. Cr. Bsw. 5# 
ntt 

Stpeatfelld (R A.). MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Stcmd 
Edition Demy So#, ji. 6d. mt. 

Swanton (E W). FUNGI AND HOW 
lU KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr 80#. 
6r net. 

Symos [J E). THE FRENCH REVO¬ 
LUTION Second Edition. Cr.ivo. 01. 6d 

Tabop (Margaret B.). THE SAINTS IN 
AKT Illustrated. Fenp 80#. 31. fit/ net 

Taylor (A B). ELEMENTS OF META. 
PHYSICS. Second Edition, Dtmy 80#. 
iM bd, net, 

Basil) (Harplet Osgood). 

GARDENS, lllukirated 
mtr 

Thlbaudeau(A.C.). BONAPARTE AND 
THE CONSULATE. Translated and 
Lilited by G. K. Foitbscub. lliuitrated. 
Demy Ivo. tot. 6d. mt. 

Thomaa (Edward). MAURICE MAE* 
'JEHLINLK. Illustrated. SectndEdition. 
Cr. ivo St nti, 

ThoiMBon (Francis). SELECTED 
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON. 
With a Bio|raphica! Note by WiLnio 
Mbvhxlu With a Portrait in Photogravure 
Seventh Edition, Fenp. tvo. s*> mt/. 

TUeston{Mapy WJ. DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. ETimtemth Edi. 
tion, Modinm sfiwr#, ■#, fid. mi, J^omh. 
tkm 3#. fid. mt. Also an edition in superior 
binding, fif. 

THE STRONGHOLD OP HOPS. 
Medimm thmo, mi, fid. ml. 

Toynbeo (Paget), dante ALlGHl)CRt 
H» Lira aho WoKxa With tfi llluitn' 
lieni. fPnrih md EnUtrEtd EddHm. Cr, 
Iv#, 5#. mi. 
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TrevelyanilG. H). ENGLAND UNDER 
EHESIUaRTS. With Mii» and PkDi. 
£iith0H. Dtmy lv0. loc. id. mst. 

TrIfCl (B. liilfO). TOWN PLANNING; 
Fast. PniutNT, and Powilb lUuttn- 
t«A Stttmd MdUimi. WuU Xtyml Iv#. 
1^ tut. ‘ 

nuraw iSir Alfred E.). SIXTY years 
OP A ^LDlER'a LIFE. Dtmy tvt. 
tat. 6d tut. 

Underhill (Evelyn}. MYSTICISM, a 
S tudy in the Nature and D«vclo]^icDt of 
Man^ Spintual ConicioucDcsa. faurA 
Idttum, Dtmy fcw. 15^. tut. 

•Underwood (F. HO. UNITED ITALY. 
Dtmy 8v#. lor. id. tut. 

Urwiek (E. J.). A PHILOSOPHY OF 
SOCIAL PROGRESS. Cr. itu. it. 

VAughnn (Herbert H.> THE NAPLES 
RlVlkRA. lUiutraicd. Stctmd Edttun. 
Cr 8w. it. 

FIXIRENCE AND HER TREASURES. 
Illustrated. Fea/. 8ve. Raund etmtrt. 
5r. tut. 

Vernon (Hon W Warren). READINGS 
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
an Introduction by the Knv. I)n. Mooke. 
7 iv# Vtlumtt. Steond Rdituu. Cr. tra 

isr. ttti. 

READINGS ON THE PURGaTORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Iniroduction by 
the Ute Dbam Chubch. Fahma. 
Third Edtttan. Cr. 8i« 151. tut 

READINGS ON TUEPARADISO OF 
DANTE. With an Introduaion by the 
BtSKoror Rikn. Twa Valumtt. Satand 
Edttun. Cr. lew. zsr. tut. 

Wade (0. W.J, and Wade (J H). 
RAMBUS INSOMERbLT. lllusUated. 
Cr, lew. it. 

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND US 
MYbTERlES. With a Record of the Ex¬ 
pedition of iQQy-1904. Illustrated. 'Jktrd 
mndChta^trRaUuH. Mtdivmtiua, yi.id. 
lut, 

Wagner (Richard}. RICHARD WAG- 
NEWS MUSIC DRAMAS: Interpreta- 
tiona, embodytitg Wagner'a own explana- 
tioA By Auca Lkichton CutATHaa 
and Basil Cbump. Fta^. tva. at. id. atuA. 
Tkx Rino or THB Nuxlvms. t 
Fifth Edttun, 

FaiaiPAL, LoKaKcuHi amo tnb Hott 
Gbaiu 

Tkistan ahx> Isolbx. 

TaNMHAOSXB and THI MASTUtklNCaBk 
or NuBEMBBaa. 


WaterhouM (Ellzal>eth> WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Uttla HomBha to 
Women in Country Plam. Third Editun, 
Small Patt liw. at. tut. 

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE. 
A Second Series of Little HoriIUm to 
Women in Country Places. SmnllPattiaa, 
s«. net, 

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Befall 
^ectioni for Morning and Evening Read, 
ing Cheien and arranged by ELtSABlTii 
WaTBRHOUSB. Largt Cr Sve. Kt.tUt. 

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARIT SmaE 
Patt iva. u, tut. 

Waters (W. G.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS 
AND bllTHS. lUustraud. Cr. Ua. 
It. id. tut. 

Watt (Francis). EDINBURGH AND 
THE LOTHIANS. Illustrated. Sacattd 
Edttun. Cr. hw. ler. id. tut. 

•Wedmore (Sir Frederick). MEMO¬ 
RIES. Dtmy Biw. jt. id. tut. 

WelgaU (AKhur E. P). A GUIDE TO 
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER 
EGYPT: From Ahydoa to the Sudan 
Frontier. Illustrated. Cr. I»«. jt. id tut 

Welch (Catharine). THE LITTLE 
DAUPHIN. Uluitratad. Cr. tva. it. 

Wells (J.). OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LI F E. Third Edtttan. Cr tva. u. id, 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Eltvanik 
Edtttan. With 3 Maps. Cr. tva. jt. id. 

Wilde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR 
WILDE. InTtodva Valtmu. Feap.iva. 
y. Hfttach valttmt 

t. Lord Arthur Savilr's Crimb amd 
THB PoBTBAIT OP Mb. W. H. II. TjU 
Duchbss op Padua, iil PoBMa iv. 
Lady Winorxkbbb’s Fam. r. A Woman 
op No iMPOBrAHCB. VI. An Idbal Hus¬ 
band. vu. Thb Ihportahcb op BBlMa 
Earnest. vui. A Housx op Pom*- 
GRANATBS. IX. Intentions, x. Db Pbo- 
PUN9IS and Pxison LsTTBRa. xt. Essays. 
xii SALOMi, A Florxntinb IBAGBOTi 
B ud La Saimtb Coubtisanb; 

Williams (H. Noel). THE WOMEN 
BONAPARTES. The Mother end three 
Staters of Napoleon. Illustrated. Tvta 
Valumtt. Dtmy tva. rat. mat. 

A ROSE OF SAVOY: Marib AoiLAloB or 
Savoy, Ducxbssb sb Bourcocnx;, Mother 
OP Louts XV. llluitrstcd. Steand 
Edttun. Dauyi tva. xu. net. 

THE FASCINATING DUG DE RICHE¬ 
LIEU: Louis FBAN901S Axmans dv 
Flxssxb (i6g6-x7U). Illastraled. DsMtylew. 
icr. tut. 

A mNCESS OF ADVENTURE; Marih 
Carounb, Ducmbssb db Bbxrt {1791- 
iBto). Illustrated. Dtmy tva. 151. utl. 
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Wood (Sir Bvelyn). FROM MIDSHIP. 
Man to FIELD.MARSHAL. lllua- 
(rated EitHm. Dfmjt 8tw. jr. 6 d. 
*ui, Att0 Feat 8 tv. it. tut. 

THR REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857*59). 
lUiiitratcd. SeetmASditim. Cr, 8m it. 

Wood (W. Blrkbeek)j and Bdmondi 
(Col. A B.). A HISTORY UF THB 
CIVIL WAR IN THE UNITED 
STATES (1861-5). With an Introduction 
by SrcNau WiLkiNsoN. With 14 Maps 
and Plans. Third Edthm. Demy 8w. 
tai.&d.iiW. 


WordiworthlW.). THE poems, witk 

an Introduction and Notes nijr Noniu. 
C. Smith. Im Three ytimmei. DemyJ^ 

151. nti. 



A BOOK OF IRISH 
Eiittea, Cr. inw. jr. 6d 


Part II, —A Selection of Series. 


Ancient Cities. 

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE. 

Cr. 8vo. 4r. 6i. nri each volume. 

With Illustrations by E. H. New, and other Artists. 


Bristou Alfred Harvey. 
CaNTBitiuav. J. C. Cox. 
Ckistbi. B. C. A. Wmdle. 
Dvblin. S. a. 0 . Fitipatnck. 


CoiNauRGH. M. G. WtlliaiiiicR. 

Lincoln. E. Mansel Syuipson. 
Shbrwsbury T Auden. 

WxLLS and GLAsiONSLRr. T. S. Hohaas. 


The Antiquary’s Booka 

, General Editor, J. CHARLES COX 
Demy 8vo. 7 j. 61/. net each vokiwu. 
With Numerous lilostralions. ^ 


Archjrologt and False Antiquitixs. 
R. Munro. 

Bills op England, Thr. Canon J. J. Raven 
Seemd Ethtum 

Brasses op Enciand, I'he, Herbert W. 

Msdrlin. 6ecend Eehttem. 

CiLTic Art in Pagan and Chrisma*i 
Times. J Komillv Allen. Second bdttum 
Castlbs and Walled Towns op Enoland, 
The. a. Harvey. 

Domesi>ai^n(}L’Bst, The. Adolphus Ballard. 
Engush CfMURCH Furniti'rx. J. C. Cox 
and A. Harvey. Second Editien. 

English Costume, i'ruin Piehistoric Times 
to the End ol the Eiehtecntb ^ntury. 
George Cl^h. 

English Monastic Life. Abbut GasqueL 
nmrtk Editieet. 

Bnouu .Seals. J, Harvey Biimm. 
Fole*Loee as an Histoeical Science. 
Sir (L L. Gominc. 

AMO Companibi or Loedoni Tm. 

<MMq|RVowia. 


Manor and Manorial RecordIi The 
N atbamel J. Hone. Seeend EdiHim. 
Mrdiaival Hospitals or England, The. 
Roiha Mary Clay. 

Oiu Engush Instruments or Music. 

F. W. Galpin. Seeend Edttien, 

Ou) English Liiaaribs. Janes Hun. 

Old Service Books of the Snolisn 
Church. Christopher Wordiwonh, and 
Henry littkhalea. Second AdiVt#*. 
Parish Lire in Mediaeval SMeLAMD. 

Abbot Gnsquet. Third Edition. 

Parish Registbrs of Kmclamd, The. 
J. C. Cox. 

Remains of the Prehistokic Age in 
England. B. C A. Windla. .Second 
Edition. 

Roman Era in Britain, The. J. Ward, 

RuMANO-ilRITlSN BUiLDINOR AMD EaBTH- 

woRES. J. Ward 

Rotal Forests of England, The. J, C 
Cox. 

Shbines or Bkitiim Sainti. J. C* Wall. 
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The Arden Shakespeare. 


Demy Stw. tt. 6tf. nti each volume* 


An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays; each edited with a full Introduction, 
T^tual Notesf and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 


All's Wbll That Enos Wclu 
Ahtoht and CLaorATsA. 

Ctiihlimb. 

CoMBDY or EaaoBL Thb. 

Bamlht. Tktrd EJihm. 
loutfs Cabsab. 

"JClMC HbmBT IV. Pt. l 
Kino Hbnbt v. 

KiNo Hbnsv VI. Pt. L * 

Kimg Hbkbv tl Pt. u. 

Kibo Hbnbt tl Pt. iil 
Kino Lbab. 

*RiifO Richabd il 
Kma Richabd nu 

Lin AND Dbath or King John, Thb. 
Lora’s Laboob's Lost. 

Macbbtm. 


Mdasvbb roB Mbasurb 
Mbrckant or Vbnicb, Thb. 

Mbrrv Wives op Windsor, Thl 
M tosuMHBB Night's Dbbam, A. 
Othbllo. 

Pbriclbs. 

Rokbo and Jdlibt. 

Taming or thb Shbbw, Thl 
Tbmpbst, Thb 
I' lMON or Athbkl 
Titus Anobonicul 

TrOILDS AND CrBSSIDA. 

Two Gbntlbmbn or Vbrona, Thb. 
Twelfth Night. 

Vbnus and Adonis. 

‘Winter's Tale, Thb. 


Classics of Art. 


Edited by Da. J. H. W. LAING. 

IVili numerous Illustrations* Wide Rwal Ssw. 


Thb Art er thb Gebbks. H. B. Walters, 
lu. fidL wT. 

Tab Art or thb Romans. H. B. Walters 
ijt. net 

Cbaboih. H. B. A. Punt tas. 6 d. net 
PoNATBLUL Mtud CmctwcU. net 
ftoBBNTiHB ScuLrroRs or THB Renais- 
SANCB. Wilhelm Bode. •Translated by 
Jeeale Heyaes. ler. mtt, 

Obobgb Rohhbv. Arthur B. Chamberlain, 
let. id. not, 

Ghiblandaio. Gerald S. Daviea. Second 
AJWIm. iot.6A 


MtCHBLANCBLO. Gerald S Davies. iu 6A 
net. 

Rubens. Edward Dillon, ay. net. 
Rafhabl A.‘P Opp£ tai id net. 
Rembrandt's Etchings. A hi. Hind 
‘Sir Thomas Lawbbhcb. Sit Walter 

ArmstroDK sir met 
Titian. Charles Ricketts, met, 

TlNioRirro. Evelyn hlarch PhiUipps. rsr. 
net. 

Turner’s Skrtchu and Drawings A J 
PiNBBKG, 1*1 ntf met Second Edltton, 
VELAD^UEi;. A. de Berueie. int. id. net. 


The “Complete” Series. 


FtUly Illustrqtal, Demy 9 m. 


Thb CoMrutTB Billiabd Playbb. 

Rebeiti. les. id. met, 

Tm Comiutb Cook. liBRn 


Chirlcs 

Whitlinf. 


yf. id* Bsl* 

The CoMrLBTB Cbicbbtbr. Albert E. 

Knifht yf. id. net. Second Bdkiem. 

The CoMrLBTB Poehvntbr. Charles Rich* 
■rdsiiB. MS. id. met. Second Edition. 
The CoMnJETB Ooltbr. Harry VardoR. 

T A. id. net Edition 

Thb Comfletb Hockbv-Plavbb. Snstaoe 
E White si.nei, Sooond Edition. 

Thb CoMriBTB Lawn Tennis Plavrr. 
A WaIIk Myers. loi. 6A net. Ihird 
Setitton, F timed 

The CoMHjrrH Motovist FiUon VounE. 
UL Sdl imA Acw Edmem {iteiienth). 


Ike Complbtb Mountainbbr. G. D. 
Abreham. 151. net. Second Edition. 

The CoMrLBTB Oabsman, R. G Lehmann, 
xai. id. net. 

The Complete Photogbapnbb. R Child 
Bayley. loi, id net. Fonrtli Edition. 

The Complbtb Rucbv Footballer, on the 
Nrw Zealand System. D GaHahe' and 
W. J Stead. 101. id. net. Seeend Edition. 

The Complete Shot. G. T Teasdale* 
Biirlcell, rsi. id. net. Third Edition. 

Thr Complete Swimmer. F. SachL yr. &A 
net. 

‘The CoMPLETr Vaghtbman. B. Heduiall* 
builih and b. du boulay. iji. net. 
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The Gonnoiseenr’i Librerr. 


fVidf Royal 8m. a^, ntt oath aabinu. 


With numeraui tthatratiant* 

liieuiH FaiKiTUu. F. A ItobiaMm. 
Emouih Cou>uub Boost. Uudn Hard!*. 
Ktchimgs. SicF.Wodaora. SotmiEiiiim, 

XuBO?BUi Xmaiuu. Uoaiy H. Cuaync* 
haato. 

Class. Bdvard DiUoa. 

CoLosMiTus' «Ma SiLTxasMiTHs' Woax. 
Nclsoa Dawsoa. S*emd 

llXDiitHATBD MANUscaifTt. J. A. Herbert. 
Sofoad £dtt$m. 


IvoBiM. Alfred MaskelL 
JawiLLsay. U. Cliflbrd Saitk Sttmd 
Edtium, 

MazsoTurrs. Cyril Datiayort. 

Mimiatobis. Dudley Heath. 

PoBCBLAlH. Edward Dilloa. 

*Fimb Books. A. W. PoUarA 
Skals. Walter de Gray Birch. 

Wooo ScuLSTVBB. Alfred JdadeeU. Stemi 


Handbooks of English Church History. 

I 

Edited by J, H. BURN. Crmn Stv. Ir. 6d. mt oath poAtmo, 


Tn Fodkoatioms of tu Xhgush Chvblh. 
J. H. Maude. 

Thb Saxom Chubch abd thb Nokmam Con* 
qvbst. C. T. Cruttwell. 

Tnb Mbdi>bval Chubch amb thb PATACf. 
A. C. JeBougk. 


Handbooks 

Thb Doctbimb or tub Imcabnatiom. R. L, 
Ouicy. Rifii £dttt0H, Ilfvutd D*my 
Ivr. lu. id. 

A Histokv or Xablt Cmkisi'ian Doctbihx 
J. F. Bethnne'Baker, JJtmy 8r». lot <)d 
An Ini abouCTioN to thb Histobt op 
RbliciC'N. I'.B. Jevoua. Fi/tk£dtim 
Dtmy Ire, lof. 6A 


Thb Rbpobmatioh Pbbioo. Heaiy Gee. 

Thb STBucaui wm PuBiTAKisii. Bniea 
BlaxIaiuL 

Thb Chubch op Emcland in thb Xwh* 
TBBNTii Camtubv. Alfred Pluauaes. 


of Theolog7» 

An Intboouction to thb HtSTOBP or thb 
Ckbeos. A. £. bum. Dtmy lew. lof. Id. 
Thb PHiLOSornr or Rbugiom in Enolamo 
ahdAmibica. Allred Caldecott. J>tmy 9 v* 

lor. id. 

Thb XXXIX Abticlbs or thb Cbukcm or 
Kncland Edited by E C. S. Gibioa. 
StvtMtk Edttuih Dtmy Itw. lar. bd. 


The ^ Home Life ” Series. 

6r. M loy. 6d, net. 


lUusiraUi, Dmy 8m. 

Homb Lips ao Akbbica. Katberiae C. 

Buibey. Stetmd Edtttom. 

Homb Lipb in Fbancb. Miss Betkaai* 
Edwards. F0h Edttua. 

Homb Lipb in GtMutxr. Ifn. A Sidfwlck. 
itMmd £dtt$sa. 

Homb Lipb nr Hollans. D. S Meldron. 
Sotmul XdUtm. 


Homb Lipb in Italt. Idas D«F GerAm.* 
Sttomd Mditimk 

Homb Li» m Mobwat. H. K. DuHts, 

Homb Lips in Rvssia. Dr. A. S. RaspoiMit. 

Homb Lips in Spain. iS. L. Beastiaas. 
Jit^md Edtitta 



General Literature 


* 5 . 


%Tlie Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Oolonred Books. 

Fcaf, Sew. 3 ^. 6</. mt eaek tvlume. 


• WITH ^COLOURED 

Ou» CoLonwED Books. George Patton, at. 
fut. 

Thb Lira AHD Death or John Myttohi 
Esq. Nimrod. Fi/tk Edttwt. 

The Lira or a Spoktshah. Nimrod. 

Handley Cross. R. S. Surteci. Fourth 
Edition. 

Me. Sponce’s Spoktino Touea R. S 
Surtees, heeond EdiHou. 

JorrocKS's Jaunts and Jollities. R S 
Surtees. Third Edition. 

Ask Mamma. R. S. Surtees. 

The Analysis or the Hunting Field. 
R, S. Surtees. 

The Took or Dr. Syntax in Seaech op 
the PicTurrsQUE. William Combe. 

The Tour or Dx. Syntax in Seaech or 
Consolation. Wilham Combe. 

The Tmieo Toue or Dx. Syntax in Seaech 
op a Wife. WiUum Combe. 

The Histoky or Johnny Quae Genus. 
The Author of' The Three Tours.' 

The English Dance or Death, from the 
De>ignt of T. Rowlandson) with Metncal 
lUubtrations by the Author of 'Doctor 
Syntax.’ Two Volumet. 


ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The Dance op Lira: A Poem. The Author 
of'Dr. Syntax.' 

Lipe in London. Pierce Egan. 

Real Lira in London. An Amateur (Pieiue 
Egan). Two Voiumot. 

The Lips or an Actoe. Pierce Egan. 

The Vicae op Wakefield. Oliver Gold* 
smith. 

The Militaxt Advbntuxes or Johnny 
Newcome. An Officer. 

The National Spoxts or Geeat Bxitain. 
With Descriptions and 50 Coloured Plates by 
Henry AUten. 

The Advbntuxes op a Post Captain. 
A Naval Officer. 

Gamonia. Lawrence Rawstorne. 

An Academy ron Gkown Housemen. 
Geoffrey Gambado. 

Real Life in Ieeland. A Real Paddy. 

The Advsntukbs op Johnny Neitcome in 
the Navy. Alfred Bwton. 

The Old Ehcush Squiee. John Careleii. 

The English Spy. Bernard Bladunantle. 
Titto Volumti. It. tui. 


WITH PLAIN 

The Geayb: A Poem. Robert Blair. 
ItiUSTEATiONS OP THE BooK OP Jr* In¬ 
vented and engraved by William likhe. 

Windsoe Castle. W. Harrison Ainsworth. 
The Toweb or I.ondon. W. Harrison 

Ainsworth 


ILLUSTRATIONS. 

I Frank Faielboh. F. E. Smedley. 

The Compleat Akclee. Inak Walton and 
Charles Cotton. 

The Pickwick Papers. Charles Dickens. 

I 


Loaders of Relig:ioit. 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. WUh Firtrmts. 
Crtnvn 8xv. 


Cardinal Newman. R. H. Hutton. 

Jonh Wesley. J- H. Overton. 

Buhop Wilbexpoece. 6 . W. DanlelL 
CAiyHNAL Manning. A. W. Hutton. 
Charles Simhoh. H. C G. Monle. 

John Knob. F. MacCnnik Stcond Edtlion. 
John Howe. R.F, Horton. 

Thomas Kem. F. A. Clarko. 

foOECE Fox, THE QUAKER. T. Hodglufl. 

Third Ediihn. 
fddiN Khiul Waker Lock. 


ax. ntt each vobtme. 

Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Olipfaant. So^ni 
Editun. 

T^ancblot Ahdxewbs. R,L.OttIey. Sound 
Edition. 

Augustine op Cantbxbuxv. B. L. Cutti. 
WiLUAM Laud. W. H. Hutton. Third Ed, 
John Dohnh. Augustus jessop. ^ 
Thomas Chanmbe. A. J. Mason. 

Latimer. R. M. Carlyle and A. J. Carlyle. 
Bishop Butlbb. W. A. Spooner. 



Methuen and Company Limited 


^i6 


The Library of Devotion. 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small JPaU 8ev, clatkf zs ,; Uather^ zt, 6</. iwC tack wlut^. 


Tmi Cohfi^sions or Sr. Augustinb. 

Siwiatk 

Tmb Imitatiom or Chkist. Sixth Editim. 

Thb Ckustian Ybas. Pi/ih EdiHm. 

Ltba iMHOCBHTfUM. Third EdtiUMt. 

Tmb Tbmtlb. Seemd Editim 

A Book or Dbvotions. Stend Editim. 

A Sbrious Call to a Dbvout and Holy 
Link PmHk Editttm. 

A Guidb to Btbbnitv. 

Thb Imnbx Wat. StemdEdtiUm. 

Om thb Lovb or Goo. 

Thb Psalms or David. 

Ltba Atostolica. 

Thb Soho of Songs. 

Thb Thoughts or Pascal. Seemd Edition 

A Manual of Consolation fbom thb 
SX iMTS AND FaTHBXS. 

Dbvoi ions fbom thb Apockvfma, 

Thb SrtRiTOAL Combat. 

Thb Dbvotions or St. Amsblm. 


Bishof Wilson's Sacba Privata. 

Gsacr Abounding to thb Chibt or Sih- 

NRRS. 

Lyra Sacra : A Book of Ssercd Vans. 
Seiofid Edition- 

A Dat Book non thb Saints and 
Fathers. 

A Little Book or Hravbnlt Wisdom. A 
Stkction froiH th« Bngluh Myirics. 

Light, Life, snd Lovb. A Seisctloa from 
the Uerman My&tics. 

An Introduction to thb Devout Life. 

The Little Flowers or tmb Glorious 
Mkssbr St. Francis and or his Friars. 
Death and Immortalitv. 

Thb Spiritual Guide. Seeomd Edition, 

Dbvotiuns fob Every Day in the Webb 
AND the Geeat Festivals 
Preces Privatab. 

Horae Mvsticae; A Day Book froa the 
VvriUDgs of Hyndia of Many Naltoua. 


Little Books on Art.* ^ 


fVUk matyt Ulustraiwu. Demy i6mo. ax. 6 d, n/t tack valumt. 

Each Tolttine consists of abont 2cx> pages, and contains firom 30 to 40 Illuscrations, 
including a F runtispicce in Photogravure. 


Albrecht DOrbr. L. J. Allen. 

Arts of Jafan, The. S. Dillon. Third 
Sditien. 

Bookflates. E. Almack. 

Botticblu. Mary L. Bonaor. 

Burnb>Johbb. F. de Lisle. 

CELLINI. R R H. Cost 
Christian Svmbousm. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H Jenner 
Qaudb. E. Oiilon. 

Constable. H. W. Toir ikins. StcmJ 
Edition. 

Corot. A. Pollard mnd B. Btmsringl. 
BhamblS. Mrs. N. Drwwo. SteondEdition. 
FRCDEaiC Leightom. A. Corkraa. 

George Romnbt. G. PoBtoD. 

OnaKAtT. RB-WiltefB. Fonr^ EMtfon. 

Oafeun AMD Boochbe. E F. PoUekU 


Holbein. Mr*. G Fortescue. 

Illukimatbd Manuscripts. J.W. Bradley, 
Jewbllbry C Davenport. 

John Hoppnbr. H. P. K. Skipton. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J hune. Steond 
Emtion. 

Millet. N. Peacock. 

Miniatures. C. Daveitport. 

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. M. Jennat. 
Raphael. A- K. Dryhurst. ^ 

Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp. 

*Rodin. Munei CtolkoAika. 

Turner. F. Tymll-GilL 
Vahdvck. M. 0 . Smallwood. 

Vblasqobs. W. Wiibeiforcs and A. R. 
Gilbert. 

Watts. R. B. D. Sketcbley, Steond Edition. 



GE»rERAL Litiratuxi 




The Little Gallenes. 

u, 6 d. ntt mch wiumt, 

Eiel volume contains ao plates in Photogravure, twether with a short outline of 
the life and work of the master to whom w book is devoted, 

A Uttus Gallsmt or Rbtmoldb. A Lirrui Gallskv or Miuata 

A Lmta Gauairr or RomIHet. A Littib Gaujwv or fiNOusa Poars. 

A Lrms Gauaav or HorraaB. 


< The Little Guidee. 

With many Illustrations hj E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs. 

Swiall p9tt 8 iw, ckih^ ar. 6 </. iut\ laUher^ 31 . 6 i. mT, taih V9hime, 

The main features of these Gui^gs are (i) a handy and charming form; (a) illus¬ 
trations from photographs and by well-known artists; (3) good plans and map8H4) 
an adeouate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting m the 
natural features, history, arcbmology, and architecture the town or distnct treated. 


CAMSaiDOB AMD ITS C0U.Bl.BS A. H. 
Thoinpioa. TUrd Sattum, Revtstd. 

CiuMNH. Islands, Tna- S. K. bwknelL 

Inousx Lakbs, Thb. F. G. Biabsot. 

Inn or Wmsrr, Tkb, 0 . CUoch. 

Londom. G. Giaclu 

MALvan CouimiT, Tmt ^ C- A. Wiodle. 

Noxth Walbs. a. T.^Story. 

Oxroao and its Collxcbs. J Wells. 
AteM SdiiuH. 

Skabbskabb's Coumtbt. B. C. A Wmdle. 
RImriA EdttuH. 

It Paul's Cathbdxau G. Clinch 
Wbstminstbb Abbbt. O. SL Iroutbeck. 
SttmU Rditttm. 

iBaasHiBB. F. G. Brabint 
Bucbimohamshibb. E. S. Roscoa, 
Chbanibb. W. M, Gallichaa. 

CoBNWALU A. 1 * Stlmoa 
DaBivsHin. J. C. Cob. 

DmroK. S. Barinf-Oouid. Stand Rditum. 
Dobsbt. F. R. Heath. Stemd Bdtttm. 
Bsbbb. j. C Cob. 

UAMvsnian J. C Cox. 

BaBTroBsaniBB. H. W. TompkiflSi 
Kmrr. Ch Ciiach. 
ijHtBV. CP.Craaa 


LxiCRSTBKSHirx AND RUTLAND. A Harvay 
and V. B Ctawtheii-beynon. 

Middlxsbx. j. B. Fifth. 

MoNHOUTHSKixn O. W, Wada and J. R 
Wad* 

NoaroLK. W. A. Dutt. Stand MdiUm, 
Rmttd. 

Nobthamitonshirb. W. Dry. Stand Rd. 

NoRTKVMBBRLAKa J. E. Moflfa. 

Nottinchamshirb. L. Gnilford. 

OiroRDSHiRB. F. G. Brabanu 

Shropshibb. j, E. Aude(^ 

SuMBRSBT. G. W. and J. H. Wada. Stand 
hdttun, 

Stafforushikb. C. Masefield. 

Suffolk. W. A. Dun. 

Svrrbt. j. C. Cox. 

Sdssbx. F. G. Brabant Thiri S^Htn. 

WiLTSHiKB. F. R. Heath. 

Yoxksiiwbi Tub East Rioiml j B. 
Moms. 

YorkshiL:, Tkb Nobtk Ridino, j. B, 
Morris. 

Yorkwikb, Thb Wxst Ridima J. 
Moms. CItiA, y. td. ntt; ItniAtr, y. Ad, 
ntt. 

BatTTANV. I. Barinf-Goiild. 

Nobmanot. C Scudamom. 

Roma C. G. Ellaby. 

SiciLV. f. U. Jackson 
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The Little Library. 

With Introdnctions Notev And PhotograYare yrontispiecel. 

Small Pott 8 m . Each Volume^ etotk^ is. net. 


Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LVRICS. Steend Edttum. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU¬ 
DICE 7 W Veluttut. 

NOKTHANGER ABBEY. 

Baeon (Franels). THE ESSAYS OF 
LORD BACON. 

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS. TwVthoKtt. 

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. 

Beekford (WtlHam). THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALIPH VATBEK. 

Blake (Wtniam). SELECTIONS FROM 
IHE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE 

Borrow (George}, LAVENGRO. Tw 

THE ROMANY RYE. 

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS 
k ROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOB IN : witb lOiBe later 
Poemi by Gborgb Camming. 

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM lOWLEY. 


Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABBE. 

Cralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. TweVolumte. 


Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 


Omnte Alighieri. THE inferno of 

DANTK Translated by H. F. Caxv. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Tran*. 
Ulcd by H. F. Cart. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Traaf 


latad by H. F. Cart. 

Darley (George). SELECTIONS from 
THE POEMS OF GEORGS DARLEY. 


Deane (A 

UGHT^ 


.. c.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
VERSE. ^ 


DlikaariCharlea). CHRISTMAS BQOKa 
2 \m Kolnmtt. 


Perrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Tm 

I'alvmes. 

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumot. 

Gaskell (Mre.). CRANFORD. SteondEd. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel), THE SCARLET 
LKITER. 

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 

Klnglake (A, W.}. EOTHEN. Sttond 

EiiUion. 

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE LAST 

EShAYb OF ELIA. 

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS. 

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 

ANDREW' MARVELL. 

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF 
JOHN MILTON. 

MclrCD. M.). MANSIEWAUCH. 

Nichols (Bowyer). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES 

Sterne (Laurenee).' A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OK ALFRED, LORD TENNY¬ 
SON. 

IN MFMORIAM. 

THE PRINCESS. 

MAUD 

Thackeray (W. H.|. VANITY FAIR. 
Jkree yotumet, 

PLNDENNIS. Tknt Fotumes. 

HENRY ESMOND 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEAm 
TkirteeiM EdiHoit. 

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS or WILLIAM WORDS- 
WORTH. 

Wordsworth (W.) aad Celtridge (S.T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Se^EdUim 
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The Little Qaarto Shakespeare. 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes. 
fWfx6m0 Jn 0 i Volumes. Leather^ pme \s. net tack volume. 
Mahogany Revolving Book Case. lOf. net. 


Miniature Library. 

Demy 32010. Leather^ ir. net each volume. 


KunntANoa : A Dfadocue on Youth.« Edward 
FittGendd. 

Th> Lira or Edward, Lord Humcrt or 
CMUSuay. Written by hunsetf. 


PoiOMivs: or Wlte Sam and Modem In- 
tiAQCes. Edward FitzGerald, 

Thb RubXitAt or Omar KkattAm. Edward 
FiuGcraU. Fourik EdiUou. 


The New Library of Medicine. 

Edited by C. W’. SALEEBY. Demy 8w, 


Can or tii> Body, Thb F. Cavanagh. 
SutfU EiiUan. 71 td.tut. 

CHtLDBBH or THB Nation, Thb. The Right 
Hon. Sir John Gorat. Second Edition. 
7J. a. net. 

Control or a Scourgb : or, How Cancer 
u Curable, The. Chas. P. Childe. jt. td 

net. 

Disbases or OcrurATioM Sr Thomas Oliver. 
lotT. 6^. net. Second Edition. 

Drink Problem, in its Me^co*Soctoiogical 
Aspects, The. £dited|hy N. Kelynack. 
Jt, 6d. met. 


Drugs and thb Drug Habit. H. Sainahory. 

Functional Nbrvb Disba.iRS. A. T. Scho> 
field, yr. 6 d. net. 

Hycibnb or Mind, Thb. T. S. donstoa. 
Ftfth Edtiion. jt, €d. net. 

Infant Mortautt. Sir Gwtrge MawaRO. 
Jt. 6 dL net. 

Prbvkntioh or Tuberculosis (Cohsomp* 
tion), The. Arthur NewshoLnie. zof. fid. 
met. Second EAtien. 

Air and Health. Ronald C. Macfia. jt, fidL 
net. ^tecond Editien. 


The New Library of Music. 

Edited b» ERNEST NEWMAN. Jllusirated. Demy 8w. 70. U. net. 

Brahms. J. a. Fuller-Maitlaud. Second 1 Kandbu R. A. Streatfeild. Soeond Editton. 
Edition. I Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman. 


Oxford Biographies. 

Illustrated. Reap. %vo. Each volume^ clothe 2 s. 6<f. net; leatherf 30. 6 d, nd. 


Dante Aughuju. Paget Toynbee. Tktrd 
Edtiion. 

OiilbLAKO Savonarola. E. L. S. Honburgh, 
Fourth Edition. 

John Howard. E. C. S. Gibson. 

Alprsd Tennyson. A C. Benson. Second 
Edition. 

Sie Walter Rai rich. I. A. Taylor. 
Erasmus. E. F. H Capey. 


Thb Young Prbtrndrr. C S. Terry. 
Robert Burns. T. F. Henderson. 
Chatham. A S. McDowalL 
Francis or Assist. Anna M. Stoddart. 
Canning. W. Alisoa Phillips. 
BiACONsriRLD. Walter Sichel. 

Johann WoLroANO Gorthr. H. G. Atkins. 
Francois de FiNELOM. Vucouni St. Cytes. 
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Three Plsyi. * 

Peap, 8fw. Zs, tut. 

« * 

Thb HoNnuooif. AComtdyin Tbrw AeU. | Miuctroinei. AmoU Bennett and Edward 
Anold Benaatt Stetid | Knoblauch. Stemd Mdttum. 

Kamr. Edward Knoblaudi. 


The States of Ita^. 

Edited by E ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS. 

ibuttrtUti. Demy 8tw, 

A HisToatr or Milan vmobx tkb Sfobza. I A Hiitoiv or Vbboha. A. M. AUaa. tat.CdL 
Cac^ M. Ady. ler. dA mi. I mi, 

A UiSTOiT or PBKuau. W. Ueywood. lar. td. mA 


The Westminster CommentaiieA 


General Editor, WALTER LOCK. 

Demy Sve. 


Thb Acts ev tub ArosttBa. Edited by R. 
A Radtham. Sl*ik M/btim, lor 6d. 

Thb Fwst SnarLB or Paul tob Akmti b 
TO THB COBINTHIANa. Editfil by H. L 
^udie. Third £d/tUH. 6t, 

Thb Boob or Exodus Edited by A. H. 
if‘Naik. WUh a Map and 3 Plans, lot. 6 dL 

Thb Book or Ejebkuu. Edited by H. A. 
Kedpath. icw. 6aL 

Thb a job or Gbnbsis. Edited with Intrw 
ductien and Notes by S. R. Driver. 
mthtkSditie tet.U 


Thb Book or tub PionfVT Isaiab. Edited 
by G. W. Waii^ 6d. 

AOUITIWB ANOCOMBCTIONSINTRB SbTBHTH 
AHK EfcHTH Eutions ot Tbb Boox or 
Gbnbsis. & R. Vrivar. u. 

Thb Bouxor Joa. Edited by A C S. Oibsoa. 
Saemd ddutm. tt, 

Thb £nsTi.B or St. Jambs, Edited with la> 
troduaion end Notes by R. J. Ejiowiiita. 
Stemd Sdit$m, ir> 


The “Young” Senes. 


DlustraUd. 

Tm VouMO Botahist. W, P. Westell and 
C. & Cottar, jr id. mti. 

Thb Vouho CAaraNTiui. Cyril Hall y. 
Thb Youmk Euctuoah* HasuBoad Hall 

K- 


Crmtm ttoe. 


Thb Youmt Bhcihbbb. ReBiaoBd HaB. 

Third JSdiitm. <r * 

Thb Youho Natuxaust. W. P. Westell. 
Stemd Sditttm. 61 . 

Thb Youmo Obhitbolooibt. W. P. WaMBii. 

y> 
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Methuen’s Bhillingf Library. 


CoMDiTiow OF England, Tkb. 

MutemiAlt ^ 

Db Pkofunoib. Oscar Wild*. 

Fiom Midsuifhak to Fiild-Mabshal. 

Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M , V.C. 

*Idbal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. 

*J]Kuv Glovbb, His Book. James M. 
Glover. 

*JOHN Bovbs, King of thb Wa-Kikuyu. 

John Bo)es. • 

Lady Windbkhbrb’s Fan Oscar Wilde. 
Lbttbm fboh a Skly-Madb Memlhant 
TO HIS Son. George Horace Lonmer. 
Lipb or John Ruskin, Thb. W, G. Colling* 
wood. 

Life or Robbbt Louts Stevenson, The. 
Grahan Balfour. 


Ii. mf, 

*Lin OF Tennyson, The. A. C. Bensoa 
*LirrLB OF Everything, A. £. V. Lucas. 
Lord Arthur Savilb's Crime. Oscar Wilde. 

Lore or the Honbv*Bbe, The. Tickner 
Edwardes. 

Man AMD THE Univhrsb. Sir Oliver Lodge. 
Mart Magdalene. Maurice Maeterlindt. 
Selected Pobmb. Oscar Wilde. 
Sevastofol, and Other Storiesl Leo 
Tolstoy. 

The Blub Bird. Maurice Maeterlinck. 
Under Five Reigns. Lady Uorothy Nevill. 
*Vailima Letters. Robert Louia Stevenson. 

*ViCAR or Morwbnstow, The. S. Baling* 
Gould. 


/Sra/, 8m 
G. F. G. 


Books for Travellers. 

Crown 2iV0. 6s. eacA. 

Eadi volume contains a number of Illustrations in Colour. 


*A Wanderer in Florence. E. V. Lucas. 
A Wanderer in Paris. E. V. Lucas. 

A Wanderer in Holland IC V. Lucas. 
A Wanderer in London E V. Lucas. 
The NoEroLX Broads. W. A. Dutt 
The New Forest. Horace G. Hutchinson 
Nafles. Arthur H Norway. 

TrfS Cities or Umrria. Edward Hutton 
The Citifs or Spain. Edward Hutton. 
* 1 'hb Cmas or Lombardy. Eduard 
Hutton. 

Fiorence and Nokthyrh Tuscany, with 
Genoa. Edward Hutton. 

Siena and Southekn Tuscany. Edward 
Hutton. 


Rome. Edward Hutton. 

Venice and Vekbtia. Edward Hutton. 
Ihr Bretons at Home. F M. Gostling 

2 HE Land of Pardons (Brittany). Aiutola 
Le Braa. 

A Book of the Rhine. S. Baring-Goutd. 
The Naflbs Riviera. H. M. Vaughan. 
Days in Cornwall. C. Lewis Hind. 

Through East Anglia in a Motor Car 

J. E. Vincent. 

The .Skirts of the Great City. Mrs A. 
G. Bell. 

Round about WiLTSHikS. A. G. Btadley 

Scotland of To-day. T. F. Henderson and 
Francis Watt. 

Norway and its Fjords. M A. Wyllie. 


Some Books on Ait. 


Art AND Life. T SturgeMoora. Ulusuaied. 
Cr. IfW. 51. Mf. 

Aims and Idbaui ih Art. GeorM Clau«cn 
JUustrated. Steomd Eattiam. Largt 

Six Lectures on Painting. CeorMOsusen. 

Third EJttwn. Lti*gt Tati 

Im. 5*. 6 d . lut . 

Feamcbbco Guardi. i 7 >'-' 1793 ‘ 0 * ^ 

SiiBeasoii. Illustrated ImPtnal 4/f. 
is If ntt ‘ 


lujiRTEATiotn or the Book or Joe. 
Wiilkm Blake. Qvarta. £\ u mat. 

John Luc*s, Portrait Painter, 1828-1874. 
Arthur Lucas. Illustrated. Imtpanai 4ir. 
£l 31. mat . 

One Hundred Mastbri’Ifcbs or Painting. 
With an introduction hy R. C. Witt, llliia* 
trated. Saeami EdxUam. Dtm.y%ua. les. bd 
mat . 

A Guide m the British Pictures in the 
National Gallery hdward Kingsten. 
lliustratcd* Ecaf hw. 31 Oif. mat. 
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lOMi Boom ov AnwmiiHWf/. 


Om Hvmoud M ASTmnBcn or Scoutubb. 
Mfith aa IntraductiM by G. W. HilL lUuf 
IntwL JDtmjr lv«. km. id. tut. 
k Romnbt Folio. With as Eaiay W A. B. 
Chambarlab. Im^rud Ftli*. a*S >$*• 
tut, 

Tmb SAiMtB 1M Abt. Uarfarat A Tabor. 

llluatrated. Fe»^, 8»K y. id. mti. 
icMoou.or pAiMTiNC. Mary Inaaa. lUoa* 
tratad. Cr. Iv#. y mtt 


Txb Poit InriBWOHraTB. C Ltofli EU' 
niiutralad. Siw. y«. id. mti. 

Cbltic Abt w Pagan and Chbutiam Timbb. 
J. R. AUaa. llliutrated. Staifd Xditim. 
vtmfimt. it.idkntt. 

"Classics of Abt." Sat pagt t}, 
"THBCoMMOisSBUB'tLisKAiy.’' Stapa|ai4 
“ Littlb Books on Abt." Sea pact lA 
" Thb Iattus Gallbbibs." Set pact l^ 


Somi Books on Italy. 


A Ristobt of Milan tndbb tbb Sforza. 
CadHa M. Ady. Uasuatod. Dtmy ivt. 
lot. 6di mti, 

A Histoby of Verona. A. M. AUaa. 

Ulustratad. J)tmy Iw. nr. id. mti. 

A History of Pbrugia. William Heywood. 

lUuttiatad. Dtm/ h>t. rtr. id. mti 
Tkb Laksi of Nobthbrn Italy. Richard 
Bagoc. lUastrated. Fti^- It*, y. tut. 
Woman in Italy. W. Bouldac. Illustrated 
Dtmf If*, sol. id. mti. 

Old Etroru and Modbrr Tuscany Mary 
L. Camtreik lUustraiad. Stctnd Edtiitm. 
Cr. 8m. It. mA 

Plobbncb and thb Citibs or Nobthbrn 
Tvkanv, with Gbnoa. Edward Hutton. 
Illustrated. Sectnd Edtiim. Cr. Ive. it 
llBNA AND SOUTKBRN TUSCAHY. Edward 

Hutton. lUustratad. Stttmd Editwt. 
Cr. Iw. it. 

In Unknown Tuscany. Edward Hutton. 
lUustrated. Stcmd EdUttm. Dtmy It*. 
7«. mti, 

Vbnicb and Vbhbtia. Edward Hutton. 

lUustratad. Cr. Isa di. 

Vbnicb OH Foot. H. A Douglaa. Illustrated. 
Femk SbA y- "**- 

Vbnicb and Her Tbbasubbs. H. A. 

l^glaa. lUustratcd. Iv*. y. mti. 

*Tm Doors of Vbnicb. Mra Aubrev 

Richatdaam Ulusuraied. Dtmy It*, tor. ia 

oM. 

fLOBBNCBi Her Hbtory snd Art to the Fall 
•( the RepabUo. F. A. Hyatt. JDtmy It*. 
ya, id. mti. 

Vlobbncb and Hbi Tbbasdrbs. H. M. 

Vanghaa. Illustratod. Flemf. Isia^ y. mti, 
OooNTBT Walks asovtFlosbmcb. Edward 
Hnttao. lUustratad. Fu^. Itw. y. mti. 
NailhsI PRstsnd Prasant A. H. Norway. 

IDuttiatad. Titfd EdUim. Cr. Is*, it. 
Thb KAFLBi Rivibra. H. M. Vau^uul 
XUuatratad. Stctnd Sdiiitm. Cr. ivt. it. 
IlCiLV ; Tbs Now Wlnttr Rasort Douglaa 
Sladan. lUustratad. Stctnd Ediittm. Cr. 
kttk |Aoei 


Sicily. F. H. Jackson. Illustrated. Smnlt 
Ptii Is*. CUdk, at, id. tat, ItntAtr, y.id 
mti. 

Rome Edward Hutton. Uluatntad. Stund 
Edtittn. Cr. tvt. it. 

A Roman PiLaRiMACB. R. S. Robarta. 

lllu-stratad. Dtmy liw. tor. id. met 
Romr. C. G. Sllaby Illuatratad. Smaii 
Ptii If*. CMA, at. id, mtii ItniAtr, gi. id. 
mti. 

Thb CiTisa of Umbbia Edward Hutton. 

IHusinted. Fourth Edtittn. Cr It*, it. 
*Tme Citibs of Lombardy. Edward Hutton. 
lUustratad. Cr. Is*, it. 

Thb Livbs of S. Francis of Assisi. 
Brothar Thomas of Calano. Cr. Iiw. gi 
uti. 

Lorbmzo tkb Magnificbnt. B. L S. 
Horsoiirgh. lUustratad. Stetnd Ediiitn. 
Dtmy Iff. i]^ mti. 

Ginolamo SavonaroiA. E. L. S. Horsbnrgh. 
lUusirated. Cr, If*, gr. mti, 

St Cathbrinb or Sirma and Hbr Tihbs. 
By the Author of" Mdlla Moil" Ulustiated. 
Stctnd Edtittn Dtmy Iwe, 71. id. mti. 
Dante and kis Italy. Lontdala Ragg. 
lllustraiod. Dtmy tvt. w. id. mti. 

Dantb Aliohibri: His lafa and Works. 
Paget Teynbaa. lllusuated. Cr. Ht. y. 
tut 

The Medici Pons H. M. VaugbBB. lUus> 
tratad. Dtmytv*. iy . Hti . 

Shbllby and Hib Friends in Italy. Helea 
R.AagaU. Ulustratad. Dtmjf^tt. not, id. 
mti. 

Homb Lifb in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon. 
lUustiatad. Stcmd Eduitm. Dtm^ Iwe. 
Ml. 6dL mti, y 

iKtBS Italian : A Uttle Breviary for TravaUers 
In Italy. Rulk S. Phalps. /ir«jkl»s. iiiii 
mti 

•A Wahdbbbb in Floubncb. B. V. Lueaa 
lUustraiad. Cr, It*. 61 
*Unitbd Italy. F. M. UadarNood. Dimif 
Is*. MS. id mti 
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Part III. —A Selection of Works of Fiction 


Albanest (8»Haria). SUSANNAH AND 
ON£ OTHER. FtunA Edtum. Cr. 

LOVE AND LOUISA. Smnd Editim. 
Cr 6f. 

THE BROWN BYES OF MARY. Third 
Editnm. Cr. Biw. 6t. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Tktrd EdttiM. 

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA; ok, Tt<s 
PoUTB Asventukrss. Tktf^ Editun. 
Cr, Itw. w. 6d. 

THE GLAD HEART, Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Itw. 6f 

•OLIVIA MARY. Cr. Irw^ ht. 

Buot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition Cr. Brv. 6x. 

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Btw 6f 

ANTHONY CUTHRERT. Fourth Ediiie* 
Cr 8w. 6f 

LOVE’S PROXY. Cr. Btw. fit. 

DONNA DIANA Second Edition Cr 
tww. fit. 

CASTING OF NETS. Twelfth Edition. 
Cr. Btw. fir. 

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third 
Edition. Cr. Btw. 6«. 

Bailey (H.C.). STORM and TREASURE 

Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. fir. 

THE LONELY QUEEN. Third Edition. 
Cr. Itw. fir. ^ 

BarlaK-OouId (S.).* IN THE ROAR 
OF THE SEA. Eighth Edition. Cr Biw. 

fir. 

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Seiond 
Edition. Cr Btw. fir. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Btw. fir. 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr. 8po. fir. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr Svo. fir. 
N01£ML Illuftrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
lew. fir. 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illuitnted. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Btw. fir. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Btw. fir. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER Illustrated 
Second Edition, Cr. Btw. fir. 

BLADYS OF THE SFEWPONEY Ulus- 
trated. Second Edition, Cr. 8vo. fir. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Btw. fir. 
WINEFRED. lUustrated. Second Edition. 

ROYALGBORGIE Illustrated. Cr.tvo.it. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. tvo. fir. 
IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr. 

JSk CURGENVEN OF CURGENYEN. 
F^ Edition. Cr. tvo, fit. 


Bapp (Robept). IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS riard F.ditto*i. Cr. Btw. fir. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth 
Edition Cr tvo, fir. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 
Cr. Btw. fir. 

Begble (Hapold). THE CURIOUS AND 
DIVLRIING ADVENTURES OF SIR 
JOHN SPARROW, Bart ; ok, Thi 
Pkogrkss or AN Open Mind. Second 
Edition Cr tvo. fir, 

Belloe (HI EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Btw it. 

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. Third 
Adition. Cr tvo. fir. 

Belloc-Lowndes (Mrs.), the CHINK 
IN L'Hh ARMOUR. Fourth Edition. 
Cr tvo 6s 

•MARY PLCHELL. Cr, Itw. fir. 

Bennett (Arnold). CL AY HANGER. 

tenth Edtiten, Cr tvo, fir, 

THE CARD Sixth FEttion. Cr. Btw. fir. 
HILDA LbSSWAYS. Seventh Edition. 
Cr. Btw fir. 

•BURIED ALIVE. A New Edition. 
Cf tvo, fir.' 

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. A New 
Edition Cr Bvo, 6s, 

TH t M ATA DOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS. 
Second Edition Cr Btw. fir. 

Benson (B. F) DODO: A Detail i 
Day. Sis teenik Edition. Cr tvo. fir. 

Birmingham (Geopge A.). SPANISH 
(iOLD Sixth Edition. Cr Btw. fir 
THE SEARCH PARTY. Fifth Edition. 
Cr tvo 6 r. 

LAl.AGE’S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr. 
Btw. fir. 

Bowen (Marjorie). I WILL MAIN- 
TAIN. Seventh Edition. Cr, tvo, is. 
DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. F^ 
Edition. Cr. tvo, fir. 

•A KNlcmT OF SPAIN. Cr. tvo. fir. 
IHE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edi¬ 
tion. Cr. tvo. fir. 

GOD AND THE KING. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. tvo. fir. 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K} THE GETTING 
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. Itw. jt. Sd. 

Conrad (JoMplt}. THE SECRET AGENT t 

A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed, Cr. lew. fir, 
A SET OF SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr.tvo, fia 
UNDER western EYBS. Second Ed. 
Cr. tvo. it. 
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Koaym (OorottieA.i. THE LONELY 
MAN c> Im 6i 

Corviii (Nap1«]. a romance or two 

WUKLUb £d. Cr.9v». bt. 

VENI>E 1 TA ; ok, Thk Stokv of oh* Fok> 
OOTTKH. Twnij^nA Eittmu Cr. StPF. 
6i. 

THELMA I A Norwbgiaw Pxihciss. 

Etrty'UemJ Editun. Cr. In#. 6x. 
ARDATH: Thk Stokt of a Dead Self. 

TivmMh Mditirm. Cr. 8m. 6 i. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. StvmUmth 
EdtHtn. Cr. Ie». bt. 

WORMWOOD : A Drama or Paris. 

EtfUtmth Sdiiim. Cr. 8tw. 6f. 
BARABBAS; A Dream of the World's 
Traoedt EtrtytixiA Edtttrm. Cr. Bm. 
Bf. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Kftrtntnth 
Editu*. Cr. Siw bi. 

THE MASTSR-CHRISTIAN. Tkirttmtk 
Edtttim. 179/A Thttueutd. Cr. ivt bt. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A Study im 
SUFRBMAcr. Stcmd Edittn. 150/A 
Thruttmd Cr. 8m. 6t. 

COO'S GOOD MAN ; A SrMFLE Loyr 
Story. FlfUtntk Edition. IS4/A Thoio- 
umd. Cr. 6 vo. br. 

HOLY ORDERS: the Tragedy of a 

? uirt Lin. Second Edition. xioth 
koutnnd. Cmon Bo# bt. 

THE MIGHTY ATOM Twenty-ninth 
Edition. Cr. tvo. bt 

BOV : E Sketch. Twef/tk Edthtm. Cr. Bw. 

bt. 

CAMEOS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr B^w. 61. 
THE LIFE EVERLASriNG. Ftm Ed. 
Cr. bvo. bt. 

Crockett (S. RO- LOCHINVAR. Ulus* 
trated. Third Edition. Cr, Bvo. bt 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8m. B<. 

Croker (B H.). THE OLD CANl'ON- 
MENl, iecond Edtiton. Cr.bvo bt. 
JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr, 8m. bt. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8m. Af. 

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. bvo. bt. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sewenth 
Edition. Cr. ivt, bt. 

ANGEL. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8m. 6t 
KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. 8m. bt 

BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth Edition. 
Cr, BMi bt. 

DBnbF .Frank.}. JOSEPH IN JEO* 
PAKOy. Thtfd Edition, Cr. 8m. 6 * 

Dofle (Sir A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 

LAl^. fwt(fth Edition. Cr. 8m. 6f. 

IWA ( 0 . Vanvtlla). SYD BELTON: 
Tm> Bov who would mot go to Ska. 
tUiiatnUiL Steond Ed. Cr. Im. p. bd. 


Flndlatar iJ H.J. THE GREEK/ ORAVM 

UK bALGUWRIK Fpth EdHun. dt>. 

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 
Eautom. Cr. Im. Al. 

Flndlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Third Edition Cr. 8m. bt 
OVER THE HILLS. Steond Edition. Cr. 
8m. At. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. TkM EdtUon. 
Cr 8m. Af. 

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. lUaitimted 
Second Edition. Cr. tvo. bt. 
r 

Fry (B and C. B.}. A MOTHER'S SON. 

E./th Edition. Cr. Im. of. 

Harradcn IBentrlea). IN VARYING 
MUODS honrteentk Edition Cr 8m. At. 
HILDA STRAtfKURD and THE REMIT¬ 
TANCE MAN. TweMhEd. Cr.ivo. At. 
INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8m. At. 

Biehens (Robert). THE PROPHET OP 
BEKKELEY SljUARE. Steond Edition. 
Cr, 8m 6t 

TONGUES OF CON‘)CIENCE, Thint 
Edition. Cr. 8m. At. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eifhth 
Edition Cr. 8m. At. 

BYEWAYS. Cf.Bm. At. 

IHE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty 
Ent Edition. Cr. 8m. At. 

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr tvo. bt. 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Stvtnth 
Edition. Cr. tvo. At. 

BARBARY SHCEP. Steond Edition. Cr. 
tvo. %t. bd, 8 

THE DWELLER ON THE THRES¬ 
HOLD. Cr. Im. At. 

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THi 
CAR Elevtnth Edition. Cr. 8m. At. 

A CHANGE OK AIR. Sixth Edition. Cr. 
8m. 6t. 

A MAN OF MARK. Stvtnth Ed. Cr. tvo. At. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN. 

TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr, 8m. At. 
PHROSO. liluktrated. Etfhih Edition. 
Cr. tvo. bt. 

SIMON DALE. lUmtiatcd. EiihthEdiiion. 
Cr. 8m. At. 

THE KINO’S MIRROR. F^ Edition. 
Cr. Im. At. 

? UISANTfiC Fbnrtk Edition. Cr. Im. At. 

HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Im. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third ^ 
Horn. Cr. tvo, bt, 

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fdurtk 
Edition. Cr. tvo. At. 

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi^ 
tun, Cr. tvo. At. 

Button (Baronen von). THE HALO. 
Fifth Eiiiiton. Cr. tvo. At. 
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'toner sfirtne' (Author of the). THE THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixtmtk EdiU0m. 
^ILI> OLIVE. TktrdEdtti*n. Cr. 8 m. Cr. >iw. 6t. 


Jeeohs (W, w.). MANY CARGOES. 
Thtrty-tfconi Edition. eCn Im. 31 . 
*Ai«o Illustrated in colour. Dtmy 8m. 
M. W. net. 

SeA urchins. Stxtetntk Edtiton. Cr. 
81 W w 6d. 

A MAnER or CRAFT Illustrated 
MmM EdttiOfi Cr, 8 tM 3 f. €d. 

LIGHT FKF:IGHTS Illustrated. Eighth 
Edition Cr. 8m. y. 6d 
THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. ^Eleventh 
Edition Cr 8vo y, 6 </. 

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Tenth 
Edition Cr, 8vo y 6d 
DLAI.STONE LANE. Illustrated. Eighth 
Edition. Cr. 8tv y 6d 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Ei/th Edition. 
Cr. 8m. y td. 

THBLADYOP THE RARGE Illustrated. 

Ninth Edition, Cr 8m. y td 
SALTHAVEN Illustrated. Third Edition 
Cr, 8m. 3r. 6d 

SAITX}RS' KNOTS. Illmliated. Ft/ih 
Edition. Cr Brw ir 6d 
SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition Cf. 
8m. y. 6d 

James 'Henry). THE GOLDEN bowl. 
J/urd Edition. Cr. 8m. 6 # 

U Queux (Wllllaml. THE HUNCHBACK 
OF WESTMINSTER, third Edition 

THE CLOSED - BOOK. Third Edituni. 

Cr. 8 w. 6t. ^ 

THE VALLEY OK TtlE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition Cr. 8m. tu. 
BEHIND THE THRONE Third Edition. 
Cr. 8m. 6 <. 

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Eighth 
Edition, Cr. 8m. &r. 

Lueas CE. V> LISTENER'S LURE ; An 
UBLIQUB NaRKArioN. Etg/^h Edition, 
fenp, 8m. sr. 

OVER BEMERTON'S: An East.going 
CK anNictR. Ninth Edition, heap tvo y. 
MR. INGLESIDE. Eighth Edition. Ftap 
ivo. y. 

LONDON LAVENDER. Cr. 8 v«. 6 r. 


THE CARISSIMA. Fj/tkEd Cr. I»«. «#. 

THE GATELESS BARJUER. Ft/t<i Mdr 
tun. Cr, 8vo. 6t, 

Maxwell (W. B.). THE RAGGED MES¬ 
SENGER. Third Edition. Cr. Brv. 6 j. 

THE GUARDED FLAME. SetvnthEdr 
itoH Cr. Bm. 6r 

ODD LENGTHS Second Ed. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

HILL RISE, Fourth Edition. Cr 8m, 6 r. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. Bn* 
TWRSN You AND 1. Fourth Edition. Cr, 
8 m. 6 r. 

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Bva. 6 / 

Milne (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. 
Iktrd Edition, Cr 8m. 6r. 

•THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Cr.SM. 6 #. 

Montague (C. E). A HIND LET 
i.OO^E. ‘thirdEdition, Cr.ivo. 6s. 

Morrison (Arthur). TAl ,ES OF MEAN 
SIKEKIS Seventh Ediuon tr Bm hr. 

A CHILD OF THE JAUO. :>ixthEditien. 
t r 8vo, 6 » 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi¬ 
tion. Cr, 8vo 6 i 

DIVERS VANlllES. Cr. 8m. 6r. 

Ollivant fAirred). OWD BOB. THE 
GREY DOD OF KEN MUIR With a 
FroniKtiiecfe, Eleventh Ed Cr. 8m 6j. 

THE TAMING OF JOHN BLUNT. 
hteond Ediitm. Cr 8m, 6(. 

•'IHE ROVAL ROAD. Cr. 8m. «*. 

Onions (Oliver). GOOD BOY SELDOM; 
A Koman<.b op Advbrtisembnt. Stcond 
Edition. Cr. 6m. 6t. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
mEN. F't/th Eaition. Cr, tvo 6 r. 

IHE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated. 
Eourth Edition. Cr. 8 ve. 6 r. 

Orezy (Baroness). FIRE IN STUBBLE. 
Eijth Edition. Ci.ieo C , 

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER f>F 
WEBS. Illusitaied. Fifth Ed. Cr.Uv tu. 

PROFIT AND LOSS. Eonr/h Edition. 
( r. 6 m 6f. 

THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition, Cr. 


Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST. 44 M Ihoutnnd. Cr, 8m 
*3r.6d. 


Maenauibtan (K). 
CHRISTINA M' 


THE FORTUNE OF 
NAB. Fifth Edition. 


Cp.8m. a*. . 

PETER AND JANE. Fourth Edttion. 
Cr, ipo, to, 



8m. Cr. 

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and 
Other Siokies. Second Edition, Ln* 
Bm 6s 

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth Edi¬ 
tion CjbBM. 6s, 

LAUKIS'TuNS. Fourth Edition, Cr. too. 
6r. 

THB COIL OF CARNE. AsaM Mdit^ 


Cr 8m. Ai. 

*1 HE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE. 
Cr> 8ve. ASi 
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Ptfktp (Ollbert). pierrb and his 

PEOPLE. Sntmfk Mditsm. Cr.tm 6r. 
MRS. FALCHION. MiUwn. Cr, 

THE T^NSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Fturth Mdtium. Cr. 8iw. 6(. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD llliw 
trated. Tmik Eittum. Cr iw. 6 s. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: 
Tke Story of a Lost Napoleoa. Stvtntk 
EJitun. Cr, 8cv. (r. 

AN ADVENTURER OP THE NORTH. 
Tko Last Adventures of 'Pretty Fterre.' 
Ftfik Edtiisn. Cr. 8w. 6r 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Ronaacc of Two Kingdonu. lUustiated 
Snmik EditiTH, Cr 8iv fir. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Third Edttim. Cr 6 vo. y. 6 d. 
NORTHERN LIGHTS, faurth Edstum. 
Cr. Im. 6 r. 

Pastura (Mrs. Henry da Ui). THE 
tyrant. Fowrtk Edsiwn, Cr.hos, Or. 

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. Hlustnted. FruHk 
Edttmt. Cr. iva. 6 s. 

1 CROWN THEE KING, lllastrated. Cr. 

6 v 0 . fir. 

LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Stokt or 
TMB Shiuu. Illustrated. Tkud Edtiian. 
Cr. tv* js. 6 d. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN 
HEART. Third Edstisn. Cr. 8tw. fir. 

Perrin (Alice), the charm. Fi/ih 

Ediisam Cr. lor. fir. 

•THE ANGLO-INDIANS. Cr. tv* 6 s. 

Pblllpotts(Eden). lying prophets. 

Third EJtfun, Cr. tv*, fir. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Sixth Edi- 
tt*n. Cr. tv*, fir. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a FrontUpiece. 

Sevmth EdUttn. Cr. 8iv fir. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. SsenU 
EdstivH, Cr. Itv. fir. 

THE RIVER. Fsvrth Edsitm. Cr. tv*, fir. 
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fovrih 
Edshm. Cr. tu*. fir. 

KNOCK AT A VENTURE Third Ediiuim. 
Cr. tv*, fir. 

THE PORTREEVE. F*urik EdtUm. Cr. 
8 tw. fir. 

THE POACHER'S WIFE. Sssand EdsUav. 

THE STRIKING HOURS. S*c*td Editiax. 
Cr. tv*, fir. 

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third 
Editsam, Cr. loa fir. 

Plekthall {Marmaduke). SaVd THE 
FISHERMAN. Eighth Editiam. Cr.tv*. 
fir. 


THE MAYOR or TROY. Faur'th E^h’lL 
Cr. lew. fir. 

MERRY.CARDEN amd othik Sroaiaa 
Cr. Sew. fir 

MAJOR VIGOUREUX. fkird Edttiam. 
Cr.tv*. fir. 

Ridge iW- Pett}. SRB. Stsavd Edition. 
Cr 8iw. fir 

A SON OF THE STATE. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8cw. u. fiif. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. Cr. tv*, y 6 d. 
MRS. GALEK’S BUSINESS. Illustrated. 

Saand Edittan. Cr Sew. fir. 

THE WtCKHAMSES. Fanrth Edititm. 
Cr 8fw. fir. 

NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edttitn. 
Cr. tv*, fir. 

SPLENDID BROTHER. Faurth Editun. 
Cr tvo. fir. 

NINE TO SIX-THIRTY. Third EdiHan. 
Cr. 8cw. fir. 

THANKS TO SANDERSON. Sttand 
Edittan. Cr. tva. fir 
•DEVOTED SPARKES. Cr. fw. fir. 

Russell (W Clarki MASTER ROCKA- 
FELLAR'S VOYAGE. Illustrated. 
Faurth Mditian. Cr. Sew. y. 6 d. 

Sldgwlek (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS- 
Illustrated. Tfurd Edittan. Cr. 

8 iw. fir. 

THE , LANTERN-BEARERS. Thtrd 
Edtiian. Cr. 8rw. fir. 

ANTHEA’S GUEST. Fifth EHiian. Cr. 
Sew. fir. 

•LAMORNA. Cr. lew. fir. 

«. 

Somerville (B. (E.)*and Rou (Martin). 
DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. Illustrate 
Faurth Edtitan. Cr, Sew. fir. 

Thurston (B. Temple). MIRAGB. Faurth 
Edtitan. Cr. tva. fir. 


Watson (H. B. Marriott). THB HIGH 
TOBY. Third Edtitan Cr. Sew, fir. 
THE PRIVATEERS. lUiutrated. Satand 
Edition. Cr. tva. fir. 

ALISE OF ASTRA. TksrdEdiimu Cr. 
tva. 6 s. 

THE BIG FISH. SscandMditian. Cr.tva. 
fir. 


Webllng (Peggy). THB STORY OF 
VIRGINIA PERFECT. Tksrd Edition. 
Cr. Sew. fir. 

THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. Fifth EdtUdk 
Cr. tvo. fir. 

FELIX CHRISTIE. Saeond Mditiom. Cn 
lew. fir. 


Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED 
ROBE, illustrate Twantf third Editiam. 
Cr. tva, fir. 


*a'(A. T. Qulller Couch). THB WHITE Whitby (Beatrice). ROSAMUND. Satamd 
WOLF. Sacaud MiEtiou. Cr. tva fir. Edittan. Cr. lew, fin, 
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(C. H. Ud A R.) THE 
^LIGHTNING CONDUClORs Th* 
Sttufa Adventurei of a Motor Car. Illua- 
trated. SnunUtnik MJttun. Cr. Itw. 


6r. Alsofr 8o«. u tut. 

THE PRINCESS PASJfeS: A Romance of 
a Motor. Illustrated Ninth Etfttten 
Cr, Sew. 6». 


LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Elmtntk Ediiutk. Cr Siw. 6f. 


SCARIJCT RUNNER. Illuttrated. Third 
Edittm Cr Bnr. 6s, 

SET IN SILVER. Illustrated Etnr/h 
Mdittm, Cr Iv*. 6r. a 


LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS 
AMERICA. Stemd Edstnm, Cr, So#, fir. 
THE GOLDEN SILENCE, Sixth EditUn, 
Cr. tvo. 6t. 

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Third 
Edittrn. Cr 8r«. fir. 

•THE HEATHER MOON. Cr. 8w. (m 

Wyllard* (Dolf) THE PATHWAY OF 
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). Sixth 
Editim. Cr tvr fir 

THE UNOFFICIAL HONEYMOON. 

StTitnii Edittm, Cr. 8m fir 
IHE CAREER OF BEAUTY DARLING. 
Cr 8m br. 


Metlmen’s Two-Shilling Novels. 


Crown Svo. is, net. 


*Botox CxarBaoN, Thb. C. N. and A. M. 
Williamwn 

•Call or thb Blood, The. Robert Hichens. 
Cab or Destikt and its Errand in 
SrAiM, The. C. N. and A M. Williamson. 

Clbuemtina. A. E W. Mason. 

CouiNSL Endbrey’s Wife. Lucas Maleu 
Felix. Robert Hichgns. * 

Gatv or THE Dbsbkt, The. John Onnham 
Mt Fbtbnd the CHAurrEUE. C. N and 
A M Williamson. 


Princess Virginia, Thb C. K. tnd A. M. 
Williainsun. 

Sbats op thb Mighty, Thb. Sir Gilbert 
Patket. . 

Sbxvant or THB PuBiJC, A. Anthony Hope. 
•Set in Silvrx C. N. and A. M. WilliamioB. 
Sbvbxins, The Mrs. Alfred Sidyirick, 

Sir Richard Calmadt. Lucas MaleL 
•ViviEM. W, B. Maxwell. 


Books for Boys and Girls. 

lUustrated. Crtrwn 8 or. 31 . 6i. 


0xOtl and Daccpx Tbe Cmsade of the 
Children, ms. W. Scott Durrant. 

Gxttimo Well or Doeothy, The. Mrs. 

W. K. Oifhrd. 

OiKL or TMB PsorLB, A. L. T. Meade. 
Hsm Gim. L. T. Meade, u. 6d. 
UOMOOIAIUI Miss, Tu. L. T. Meade. 
NMTBB ROCKAPBUAB'8 VoYAGB. W. CUrii 


Only a Guaxd-Room Dog. Edith R. 
Cuthell. 

Red Gbangb, Tub. Mrs. Moletwortb. 

Sto Belton: Tbe Boy who would not 
fo to Sea. G. MaDYiUe Fean. 

Thbbb was onci a Pbincb. Mrs, M. E. 
Maw. 
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Kethuen’s Shilling Novels. 


*Akna ur ttiE r:v« '[ owns Amoid Beoneti. 
Barbaiv SHigur. Robert Hicheiis. 

Charm, Tmb. Alice Perrin. 

*Dbmon, Thr. L. N end A M Williunion 
Gvardeb Flamb, Thr. W. B. Mtxwntl. 
Jana. Mirie Corelli. 

Ladt Betty Acrosi thi Watir. C. N. 

&A M WilliAmson 
*Lonc Road, Thr. John Oxenhan. 
Mighty Atom, Thr Mane Corelli. 
Miracr. R. Temple Thurston. 

Missiho Drlora, Thr. K Phillips Oppen* 
hciiB. 


Rol''ID thr Rkii Sir A Cunin I)o>M 
*:)|'CRRT Woman Thr Eden Phillpoiu. 
'nKVBKiNS, Thr. Mrs. Allied hiUgwiik 
bPANisH Gold G. a Birmingham. 

Tales op Mbam Sthkkts Arthui MorriNun. 
Thr Halo The tisroneM von Hulien 
*IvRANi, The Mrs Henry de la Pasture 
Undbr THR Red Rorb. Stanley J. Weyuun 
Virginia Prrpbct. Peggy Webling 
Woman with thr Fan, Thr. kuberi 
HKheBS. 


The Novels of Alexandre Dumas. 

Medium 8iw Pridt 6d. DouhU Volumest it. 


ActA. 

Advkntvrrs op Captain Pamphilr, Thr. 
Amaurt. 

Bird op Fate, The. 

Black Tulip, Thr. 

Black : the Story of i Dog 
Castlb op Kppstbih, Thr. 

Cathbrimr Blum. 

CtCIUR, 

CHA-rcurr, Thb. 

CiKVAUBR D’Harmrntal, Tmr. (Double 

YOlURie.) 

Chicot thb Jbrtrr. 

Chicot Rroivivus. 

Comte or MomcoHMRRY, Thb, 
Consciencb. 

Convict's Sow, Thr. 

Corsican Brothbrs, The , and Otho the 
Archie. 

Cbop>Earbo Jacquot, 

Dom Gorbnplot, 

Dug o'Anjou, Thb. 

Fatal Combat, Thb. 

Fbhcino Mastbr, I'hb 
F tRMANDB. 

Gabribl Lamrbrt. 

(fBORCBS. 

Obbat Massacki, Thb. 

Bnnu OB Navabkb. 

IMlAmb o« Chavibnt. 


Horoscopb, Thb. 

Lrom-Lrona. 

I.OUI6I OB la ValliArb. (Doublc Yolumc.) 

Man ih thb Iion Mask, Thb. (Doubk 
volume.) 

MaItrb Aoam. 

Mouth op Hill, Tmb. 

Nanon. (Doub*te Yohima.) 

Olympia. 

Pauunb; Pascal Bruno; Rod BoimncoB. 
PArb la Ruinb. 

PORTB SAliitvAHTOINB, ThB. 

Princb op Thibvbs, Thb. 

RlMINtSCBNCBS OP AmTOMT, TMB. 

St. Qubntin. 

Rosin Hooo. 

Samuil Oblb. 

hHOWBALL AMO thb SvlTAKBTTA, TmA 
SviVANOIRB. 

Taking op Calais, Tmb. 

Talks op thb Supbkkatural. 

Talks op Stramob Abvbntura 
Talks op Tbrrob. * 

Thru Muskrtrbrs, Thb. (Double volume,) 
Tournby op thi Rub Sr. Amtoinb. 
Tragiot op Nahtbs, Tub. 

Twbntt Years Aptbr. (DobUs voIiuro.) 
Wili>*Diick Sxootbb, 

Wolp>Lbaobb, Tub. 



Fiction 2 ^ 

Methuen’s Sixpenny Books. 

Mtdtum %vfi. 


Corbett (Jullam a bvsin’ESS in 
GKLAT UaIKK!) 


Albaneal (& Marla), love and 

LOUISA 

1 KNOW A MAIDEN. 

THE BLUNDER OP AN INNOCENT. 
PETER A PARASITE. 

•IHE INVINCIBLE AMELIA. 

Anatej (F.). A BA YARD OF BENGAL 
Austen (J.). PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. 

Bacot (Richard) A ROMAN MYSTERY 
CASTING OF NETS. 

DONNA DIANA. 

Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. 

Bartng-Gonld (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOEMl. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES, llluitrated 
UTTLE TITPENNY, 

WINEFRED. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE.* 

ARMINELL. 

BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 

Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER. 

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (E. F.). DODO. 

THE VINTAGE 

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JArAN. 

Button (J. Bloundello). ACROSS THE 
SALT SE.AS. 

Cairyn (Mrs.). ANNE MAULEVERER. 

Capes (Bernard). THE GREAT SKLNfi 
MYSTERY. 

CUfford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 
SIMME^ 

liKS. KEITH'S CRIMI. 


CrokeriMrs B M) ANGEL. 

A STATE SECRET. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 
JOHANNA. 

Dante (Alighieri). THE DIVINE 
COMEDY (Cary). 

Doyle iSir A. Conan). ROUND THE 
RED LAMP. 

Durean (Sara Jeannette). THOSE 
Di-LlGHThUL AMERICANS. 

Ellol (George). THE MILL ON THE 
FLOSS 

Flndlater (Jane H). THE GREEN 
OR.t\ES 01 r.ALGOWKlE 

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 

Gaskell (Mrs). CRANFORD. 

MARY BARTON 
NORIH AND SOUTH. 

Gerard (Dorothea), HOLY MATRL 

MONY 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

MADE OF MONEY. 

Glsslng(G.). THE TOWN TRAVELLER. 
IHE CROWN OF LIFE. 

Glanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S 
TREASURE 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

Gleig (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 

Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S 
FAIRY TALES. 

Hope (Anthony), A MAN OF MARK. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. 

PHROSO. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 

Homung (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 
NO TALES 

Hyne (C J CO. PRINCE RUPERT THE 
BUCCANEER. 

Ingraham U. B.). THE THRONE OF 

DAVID. 
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U Quanz (W.). THE HUNCHBACK 
or WESTMINSTER. 

THE CROOKED WAY. 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Uvett-Taats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR’S 
WAY. 

ORRAIN. 

Unton (E. Lfnn). THE TRUE HIS¬ 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 

Lyall {Bdnn). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 


THE PRODIGALS. . 

THE TWO MARYS. ^ 

Oppanhaira (E. P.). MASTER OF MEM. 

Parkap (Sir e*lbart). T^iE POMP OF 
THE LAVILETTES. 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. 

I CROWN THEE KING. 


Malet (Lueas). THE CARISSIMA. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 

Hann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD. 

A LOST ESTATE. 

THE CEDAR STAR. 

THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT. 

A WINTER’S TALE. 

Harehmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 
LEVS SEC^T. 

A MOMENTS ERROR. 

Manrat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. 

Hareh (Rlehard). A METAMORPHOSI.S. 
THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE 
THE GODDESS. 

THE JOSS. 

Mason (A. B. W.). CLEMENTINA 

Mathers (Helen). HONEY. 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT 
SAM’S SWEETHEART. 

THE FERRYMAN. 

Maada (Mrs. L T.X DRIFT. 


PhlllpQtts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 

THE POACHER’S WIFE. 

THE RIVER. 

*Q’ (A. T. Quillar Coueh). THE 
WHITE WOLF. 

Ridce (W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE. 
LOST PROPERTY. 

GEORGE and THE GENERAL. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. 

ERB. 

Russell (W. Clark). ABANDONED. 

A MARRIAGE AT SEA. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 

Serjreant (Adeline). THE MASTER Or 
BEtCHWOOD. 

BALBARA’S MONEY. 

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 

THE LOVE THi^ OVERCAME. 

Sldpwlek (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS¬ 
MAN. 

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 
MR SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR. 
ASK MAMMA. 


Miller (Esther), LIVING LIES. 

Mltfbrd (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER 

Montrd8or(F. F.). THE ALIEN. 

Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 
THE WALL 

Matbit (E.). THE RED HOUSE. 

NorrU (W. B.). HIS GRACE. 

GILES INOILBY. 

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 
LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 
MATTHEW AUSTEN. 

CLARISSA rURIOSA. 

OHpbaBt PM*). THE LADrS WALK. 
HR ROBim fOR'*' ~ 


Walford .Mrs. L. B.). MR SMITH 
COUSINS. 

THE BABY’S GRANDMOTHER 
TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. 
Wallaee (Genaral Law). BEN-HUR 
THE FAIR GOD. 


Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE ADVEN¬ 
TURERS. 

CAPTAIN FORTUNE. 

Waekas (A. B.}. PRISONERS OF War 

Wells (H. a.). THE SEA LADY. 

Whltbv (Beatrlea). THE RESULT OF 
AN AXlDhNr. 


Wj tta^P arcy). PASSlONAtR PIL- 

FAFA. 


AM300S 









